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PROEM. 

If  thou  disdain  the  sacred  Muse, 
Beware  lest  Nature,  past  recall, 

Indignant  at  that  crime,  refine 
Thee  entrance  to  her  audience-hall, 
Beware  lest  sea,  and  sky,  and  all 

That  bedrs  reflection  of  her  face 
Be  blotted  with  a  hueless  pall 

Of  unillumined  commonplace. 

The  moving  heavens,  in  rhythmic  time, 
Roll,  if  thou  watch  them  or  refrain; 

The  waves  upon  the  shore  in  rhyme 
Beat,  heedless  of  thy  loss  or  gain  : 


PROEM. 

Not  they,  but  thou,  hast  lived  in  rain, 
If  thou  art  deaf  and  blind  and  dumb, 

ParcJied  in  the  heart  of  morning  rain, 
And  on  the  flaming  altar  numb. 

Ah  !  desolate  hour  when  that  shall  be, 

When  dew  and  sunlight,  rain  and  wind. 
Shall  seem  but  trivial  things  to  thee, 

Unloved,  unheeded,  undivined ; 

Nay,  rather  let  that  morning  find 
Thy  molten  soul  exhaled  and  gone, 

Than  in  a  living  death  resigned 
So  darkly  still  to  labour  on. 
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Against  a  platan's  root, 

Blowing  a  rustic  flute, 
Young  Daphnis  lay,  the  careless  herdsman  blithe  ; 

His  nervous  fingers  ran 

Along  the  tuneful  span, 
While  languor  held  his  well-shaped   limbs  and 

lithe  ; 
Down   on   his   head   there   rained    in    wayward 

flight 
A  sparkling  shower  of  green  reflected  light. 
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He  piped  an  oaten  strain 

Of  math  and  loaded  wain, 
Of  harvest-triumphs  drawn  along  the  vales  ; 

Of  songs  of  wood  and  hill, 

The  frail  cicala  shrill, 
And  shepherds  challenging  the  nightingales, 
Of  heifers  straying  among  orchard  fruits, 
And    wanton    kids    that    gnaw    the    fig-tree 
shoots. 


Thoughts  of  this  simple  kind 

Held  all  his  pastoral  mind, 
Unlearned  in  the  painful  lore  of  life, 

Song  and  the  flute's  bright  sound 

Gilded  his  rustic  round 
Of  works  and  ways,  with  nature  ne'er  at  strife  ; 
No  waters  fling  their  snows  down  mossy  heights 
More  joyously  than  he  his  lyric  flights. 
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Beside  him,  in  the  shade, 

Stood  tall  a  rosy  maid, 
The  sweet  Lycoris  of  the  glistering  hair  ; 

From  baskets  hung  hard  by, 

She  piled  an  altar  high 
With  woodland  rites  and  many  an  artless  prayer, 
Laid  roses  on  it  to  the  Muses  nine, 
And  laurel  to  the  Pythian  more  divine. 


Then  soon,  her  offering  done, 

She  rested  from  the  sun, 
Leaning  her  locks  against  a  leopard's  hide  ; 

While  Daphnis  in  a  dream 

Let  slip  away  the  stream 
Of  flute-notes,  till  their  echo  wholly  died  ; 
Brown  head  by  golden  and  brown  limbs  by 

white, 
Sleep  folded  round  them  both  its  noon-delight. 

B  2 
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But  while  in  sleep  they  lie, 

The  Muses  wander  by, 
Serene  and  stately,  with  their  robes  of  song ; 

The  dewy  flowers  they  found, 

And  rustic  altar  crowned 
With  homely  gifts  that  did  their  godhead  wrong, 
Yet  smiled  and  took  them,  turned  and  smiled 

again 
To  find  their  suppliants  in  a  drowsy  vein. 


Between  them  passed  a  sign, 

And  one  among  the  Nine 
Lift  up  the  shepherd's  roughly-carven  flute, 

And  from  Lycoris'  breast 

Turned  back  the  saffron  vest, 
And,  signalling  her  sisters  to  be  mute, 
Took  thence  the  humble  amulet  that  lay 
Close  by  that  virgin  heart's  pure  swing  and  sway. 
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And  then  they  passed  from  sight, 

Far  up  the  hills  of  light, 
Seeking  their  sire  in  many  an  upland  lair, — 

With  voices  hushed  and  low, 

Lest  he  should  come  and  go, — 
Shivering  to  feel  the  laurel-scented  air, — 
Trembling  lest  every  stir  of  wind  and  tree 
Should  lightly  turn  to  music  and  be  He. 

"bees 
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But  soon,  on  the  cool  ground, 

Lycoris  woke  and  found 
An  opal  burning  on  her  zoneless  breast, 

And  sought  in  vain  to  find 

The  ring  her  mother  kind 
Kissed  every  night  before  she  bade  her  rest ; 
New  hopes  sprang  up,  new  passions  dim  and 

wild, 
She  rose  bewildered  and  no  more  a  child. 
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Out  of  that  shining  glade 

Slow  passed  the  dreaming  maid, 
And  sought  a  pool,  still  as  a  wingless  thought, 

So  pensively  she  fared, 

A  drinking  hart  was  scared, 
And  woodwards  fled,  and  yet  she  knew  it  not ; 
Intent  in  her  own  imaged  form  to  find 
The  answering  echo  of  her  wakening  mind. 


And,  bending  o'er  the  wave, 

The  mirrored  shape  it  gave 

Was  taller,  fairer  than  her  memory  knew  ; 

From  virgin  coif  to  hem 

The  god's  gift  of  the  gem 

Flashed  mellow  radiance,  beaming  through  and 
through 

Till,  shrinking  back  a  little  in  distress, 

She  blushed,  oppressed  with  her  own  loveliness. 
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But  soon  her  pride  returned, 

And  o'er  the  pool  she  burned, 
Glowing  with  pleasure  at  her  own  fair  face, 

And  thought  no  more  of  him 

Who,  through  the  forest  dim, 
Was  fain  to  vaunt  her  earlier  simple  grace  ; 
Who  now  lay  dreaming,  while  his  fingers  missed 
The  pipe  he  often  in  her  praise  had  kissed. 


So,  idly  wandering, 

She  met  a  conquering  king, 
High-charioted  and  garlanded  with  bays  ; 

And,  from  his  fiery  hand, 

Took  queenship  of  the  land, 
And  sat,  his  consort,  through  her  length  of  days, 
Far-famed  for  peerless  beauty,  and  the  frost 
Of  glittering  pomp  when  love  and  hope   are 
lost. 
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But  Daphnis,  too,  distraught, 

In  wakening  hands  had  caught 
No  rustic  flute  rough-hewn  of  beech-wood  light, 

But,  past  his  whole  desire, 

A  massive  ivory  lyre, 
Gold-strung  and  meet  to  hymn  a  king's  delight  ; 
As  if  a  snake  had  made  his  hand  its  nest, 
He   thrust   the   plectrum   from   his   throbbing 
breast. 


But  soon  the  sighing  chords, 

Half  whispered  into  words, 
Decoyed  his  fancy  with  their  wayward  charm  ; 

Subtle  the  notes,  and  strange 

With  mystic  interchange 
Of  tones  that  might  the  wildest  heart  disarm. 
He  stooped  to  take  the  lovely  breathing  lyre, 
And,  as  he  touched  it,  all  his  soul  took  fire. 
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He  tries  a  pastoral  lay 

Of  goats  that  tramp  in  play, 
And  mar  the  treasures  of  the  thrifty  bee  ; 

But  ah  !  do  what  he  can 

He  peals  a  hymn  to  Pan, 
And  wakes  the  woods  with  dulcet  harmony  ; 
Prophetic  strains  to  none  before  revealed 
Pour  out  in  music  from  his  lips  unsealed. 


Then  he  arose  and  went, 

Like  one  on  mission  sent, 
Through   many  a  vine-hung   village   ol   white 
walls  ; 

Singing  from  door  to  door, 

As  never  sang  before 
The  deftest  minstrel  under  coronals, — 
His  hair  unbound,  a  common  shepherd  lad, 
But  for  a  certain  majesty  he  had. 
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Maidens  and  youths  began 

To  haunt  the  tuneful  man, 
Following  his  lyre  and  him  from  town  to  town, 

And  oft  when  noon  was  hot, 

In  some  secluded  spot, 
The  bard  would  turn  and  bid  them  all  lie  down, 
And  then,  while  in  the  pine-tops  sighed  the  wind, 
Some  thrilling  tale  of  passion  he  would  find. 


His  praises  flew  before  ; 

Men  hailed  him  more  and  more  ; 
They  loaded  him  with  garlands  and  with  gold  ; 

Some  prayed  him  to  abide 

Still  in  that  country-side, 
A  princely  office  in  the  state  to  hold  ; 
He  thanked  them,  and  with  level  glance  severe 
Passed  on  ;  and  they  were  dumb  with  shame  and 
fear. 
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For  yet  with  all  his  fame 

Some  secret  inward  flame 
Fretted  his  heart,  and  made  him  grave  and  sad  ; 

There  was  no  joy  or  rest 

In  that  god-haunted  breast ; 
A  grand  but  melancholy  face  he  had, 
And  women  gazing  as  he  passed  them  by' 
Drew  back,  lest  they  should  meet  his  glance  and 
die. 


High  up  a  mountain-side, 

Aweing  the  champaign  wide, 
The  crowning  city  of  that  land  is  set ; 

Olive  and  poplar  meet 

Along  its  sun-white  street, 
And  o'er  the  joyous  folk  their  branches  fret 
Against  the  myrtles,  dark  above  the  town, 
The  palace  of  an  ancient  line  looks  down. 
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And  Daphnis  comes  at  last, 

After  long  years  are  past, 
To  smite  his  lyre  before  the  victor  king  ; 

The  people  shout  and  crowd, 

And  call  his  name  aloud, 
Great  poet,  first  of  all  that  chaunt  and  sing  ! 
He  heeds  them  not,  nor  bows  his  lovely  head, 
But  steps  like  Orpheus  through  the  gibbering 
dead. 


About  his  hair  he  sets 

A  wreath  of  violets, 
Tears  out  the  cooling  lilies  from  his  lyre, 

Reaches  the  palace  door, 

And  treads  the  marble  floor, 
And  wins  the  inmost  chamber,  fairer,  higher, 
Where  deep  transparent  shadows  fall  and  meet 
Around  the  despot  on  his  porphyry  seat. 
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They  gave  him  ear  for  song  ; 

The  courtiers,  in  a  throng, 
Applauded  lightly  when  the  feat  was  o'er  ; 

The  king,  more  apt  and  wise, 

Vowed,  by  the  Titan's  eyes, 
No  loftier  ode  had  reached  his  sense  before, 
And  shouting,  swore,  for  rapture  so  divine, 
The  queen  herself  should  pour  a  meed  of  wine. 


So,  with  cool  fingers  white, 

She  poured,. like  rosy  light, 
The  sparkling  wine  that  laughed  to  see  the  sun  ; 

Gravely  she  gazed  at  him 

Across  the  twinkling  brim, 
And  praised  the  victory  over  music  won, 
Nor  drooped  the  lids  of  her  large  eyes  nor  sank, 
When  from  her  hand  he  took  the  bowl  and 
drank. 
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'  0  more  than  queen,'  he  cried, 

'  Ripe  to  be  deified, 
The  godhead  blossoms  in  those  eyes  and  lips  ! 

Each  minor  mortal  star 

Thou  dost  excel  as  far 
As  must  this  opal  other  gems  eclipse  ! ' 
She  shuddered  inwardly,  she  knew  not  why, 
And  silence  fell,  and  they  gazed  eye  to  eye. 


So  memory  stirred  in  each, 

As,  o'er  a  tideless  beach, 
Some  wandering  wind  may  ape    the  loud  sea- 
wave  ; 

Then,  in  a  moment's  space, 

Faded  from  either  face 
The  shade  of  shades  that  dim  remembrance  gave. 
She  was  a  queen,  erect  and  fair  and  cold, 
And  he  a  singer  to  be  fee'd  with  gold. 
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Forth  from  that  house  he  went, 

With  face  and  shoulders  bent, 
Burdened  with  song  and  faint  with  vague  desire  ; 

Across  the  glaring  street 

He  passed,  on  faltering  feet, 
Into  the  temple  of  the  Delian  Sire, 
And  while  the  priests  around  him  wondered,  he 
Poured  out  strange  prayer  to  their  great  deity. 


*  Bitter  the  laurel  leaf ; 

And  harsh  the  barley-shear, 
Dipped  in  the  blood  of  Niobe  for  wine  ; 

More  sad  than  any  tears 

The  weight  of  rhythmic  years  ; 
More  fierce  than  fire  the  light  upon  the  shrine  ; 
More  tense  the  bow,  more  fell  the  shafts  by  far 
Than  Love's  light  arrows,  though  they  poisoned 
are. 
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1  Love  hath  no  part  in  me, 

And  hopes  before  me  flee, 
As  from  Narcissus  fled  his  own  fair  face  ; 

The  morning  breaks  in  vain, 

No  pleasure  and  no  pain 
Its  bodiless  hours  can  on  my  being  trace  : 
I  am  but  as  thy  lyre  !     Oh  !  let  there  start 
Immortal  music  from  this  hopeless  heart.' 


And  then,  uplift  anew, 

He  passed  that  priesthood  through, 
And  sought  the  light,  fading  to  eventide, 

Within  the  broad  white  square 

Stood,  flushed  with  roseate  air, 
While  folk  came  crowding  round  from  far  and 

wide, 
Then  made  great  music  to  their  hearts'  delight, 
Till  the  stars  gathered  fire  and  it  was  night. 
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And  so  from  year  to  year, 

Like  some  high  upland  drear, 
His  lofty  spirit  and  lonely  watched  the  skies, 

While  still  his  lips  and  hands 

Wrung  wonder  from  all  lands, 
Praise  found  no  echo  in  his  changeless  eyes ; 
Like  dawn-struck  Memnon  by  Nile's  lonely  shore, 
He  poured  his  music  and  was  stone  once  more. 


But  when  his  heart  was  old, 

The  people  brought  their  gold, 
And  hewed  out  marble  from  the  mountains  hoar  : 

Under  their  hands  arose, 

Slow,  as  a  cedar  grows, 
A  glorious  palace  on  the  south  sea-shore, 
And  there,  with  slaves  and  perfumes  and  fair 

weather, 
He  and  his  lyre  were  sorrowful  together. 
c 
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One  night — so  legends  say — 

The  ancient  poet  lay, 
Scaring  faint  sleep  with  many  a  weary  thought, 

When,  through  the  pillared  gold, 

The  curtains,  fold  on  fold, 
Blew  out  as  though  a  wind  for  entrance  sought, 
And  all  the  fragrant  lamps  were  dimly  stirred 
Though  no  one  jncved  and  not  a  sound  was 
heard. 


Then,  through  the  deepening  night, 

Clouding  the  lamps  with  light, 
Into  that  house  the  radiant  Pythian  came  ; 

The  majesty  he  had 

Was  self-illumed,  and  clad 
In  naked  beauty  like  a  rose-red  flame. 
He  spake  and  smiled  ;  so  keen,  so  fierce,  so  fair, 
His  voice  was  like  a  sword  and  cleft  the  air. 
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'  Ah  !  poet,  ah  !  my  son, 

What  meed  hast  thou  not  won, 
Renowned   for   song  through   all   my   spacious 
realm  ! 

Ask  now  thy  best  desire; 

I  swear,  on  lips  of  fire, 
My  bounty  shall  thy  wishes  overwhelm  ! 
Ask  what  thou  wilt ;  a  god  before  thee  stands, 
With  all  earth's  honours  heaped  upon  his  hands.' 


And  Daphnis  made  reply  : 

'  See  at  thy  feet  I  lie, 
All  fame  concentres  in  this  brilliant  hour  ; 

Honours  enough,  and  praise 

Have  crowned  my  length  of  days, 
Yet  that  was  but  the  bud  and  this  the  flower  ; 
Give  me  no  more  ;  but  let  me  dumbly  rest, 
Within  thy  radiance  intimately  blest. 
c  2 
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1  Yet  one  request  I  have, 

And  one  desire  to  crave, 
Since  thy  serenest  godhead  holds  my  fate, 

Give  back  the  homely  flute, 

Now  long  disused  and  mute, 
The  sovereign  Muses  stole  to  make  me  great ; 
And  oh  !  my  master,  take  this  lyre  again, 
With  all  its  passion,  all  its  weight  of  pain  ! ' 


But  when  the  full  dawn  broke, 

And  Daphnis  stirred  nor  spoke, 
The  slaves  in  fear  drew  back  the  veils'  eclipse  ; 

There  on  the  stately  bed 

The  ancient  bard  lay  dead, 
A  smile  still  hovering  on  his  curved  lips  : 
The  lyre  they  found  not,  but  his  fingers  tight 
Were  closed  upon  a  flute  of  beech-wood  light. 


THE  SISTERS. 
a  dorian  idyl. 

Philenion.        Lysidice. 

lysidice. 

Dearest,  the  onyx  lamp  is  at  thy  side, 
The  vine-surrounded  casement  open  wide, 
And  on  the  floor's  mosaic  I  have  set 
Green  sprigs  of  rue  and  buds  of  serpolet, 
And  still  the  rain  upon  their  leaves  is  wet. 
Farewell,  farewell,  and  sing  thyself  to  sleep. 

PHILEXION. 

I  fear  my  dreams  will  scarce  be  long  or  deep. 
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LYSIDICE. 


Ah  !  let  me  close  you,  burning  eyes  and  blue  ! 
Melt  to  a  cloud,  and  film  yourselves  in  dew, 
Else  must  I  kiss  you  under  either  brow  ! 


PHILENION. 


I  ought  to  soothe  myself  to  slumber  now 
Were  kisses  poppies  or  oblivion  love  ! 


LYSIDICE. 

Yea,  soon  behind  our  dear  pomegranate  grove 
The  large  slow-footed  moon  will  glide  and  set, 
And  all  the  world  its  weariness  forget. 

PHILENION. 

Bow  down  once  more  that  little  curly  head, 
And  lay  those  soft  arms  on  the  saffron  bed  ; 
Among  the  trees,  and  where  the  shade  is  deep, 
Who  comes  to-night  when  all  the  world's  asleep  ? 
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LYSIDICE. 


Oh,  hush  !  he  will  not  see  me,  will  not  know 
That  I  can  hear  his  footfall  there  below. 


PHILENION. 

And  while  thou  listenest  for  his  wandering  feet, 
May  I  not  also  keep  my  vigil,  sweet  ? 

LYSIDICE. 

Thou  hast  no  reason,  dear,  to  lie  awake  ; 
I  seek  to  sleep  but  cannot  for  love's  sake. 
Ah,  who  has  told  thee  that  he  comes  at  night  ? 
I  hardly  told  my  heart  my  heart's  delight. 
He  never  sees,  he  never  hears  me  there, 
I  lie,  with  fluttering  pulse,  till  unaware 
His  presence  seems  to  quicken  all  the  air. 
Is  he  not  god-like,  dear  Philenion  ? 
Like  Paris  when  the  triple  deity  shone 
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Around  his  face  and  shoulders  in  a  flame  ? 

Like  great  Adonis  when  the  Cyprian  came 

And  flushed  him  with  embraces  ?    Ah  !  that  smile  ! 

I  fain  for  shame  must  hide  my  face  awhile  ! 

Ah  !  pity  me  for  love's  sake, — since  thy  breast 

Has  no  such  reason  for  a  sick  unrest. 

PHILENION. 

Dear  child,  young  love  thinks  ever  it  knows  best, 
And  I  seem  old  to  thee,  and  past  my  time, 
Five  years,  forsooth,  beyond  thy  budding  prime. 

LYSIDICE. 

Last  morn  he  came,  and  with  his  arms  he  led 
A  new-washed  lamb  with  roses  round  its  head  ; 
He  seemed  to  mean  the  lovely  gift  for  me, 
But  blushed  too  much  my  blushing  face  to  see — 
How  sweet  it  is  to  tell  thee  all  my  woe. 
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PHILENION. 

Speak  on,  nor  heed,  love,  that  I  tremble  so. 

LYSIDICE. 

I  stole  up  towards  him  when  his  flocks  lay  down 
From  stress  of  noontide  on  the  pastures  brown  ; 
Before  him  flashed  a  distant  streak  of  sea, 
Behind  him  rose  a  whispering  tamarisk-tree. 
I  listened  close,  and,  sister,  ere  he  set 
The  laughing  calathus  his  lips  to  wet, 
His  eyes  were  sparkling,  and — it  might  not  be — 
I  thought  he  whispered  low  '  Lysidice  ! ' 

PHILENION. 

Behind  that  tree,  and  where  the  olives  throw 
A  silver  shadow  on  the  leaves  below, 
Say,  hast  thou  been  ? 
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LYSIDICE. 
Yea,  where  the  boughs  divide 
And  show,  half  nestled  in  the  dim  hill-side 
A  noiseless  and  untrampled  place  of  tombs. 
Thou  weepest,  sister,  for  the  lamp  illumes 
The  shining  fringes  of  those  sweetest  eyes  ? 

PHILENION. 

Ah  !  child,  thou  knowest  not  what  sorrow  lies 
In  memory  •  thou  art  rich  in  thy  to-day, 
Let  me  go  silent  on  a  sadder  way. 

LYSIDICE. 

A  burning  tear  has  dropped  upon  my  hand. 
Have  I  done  ill  ?     I  cannot  understand  ! 

PHILENION. 

Among  the  graves  that  fill  that  olive  shade 
I  wandered  once,  just  such  a  joyous  maid 
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As  thou.     Within  my  circling  hands  I  held 
A  young  cicala,  who,  by  song  impelled, 
Struck  with  his  feet  the  cithern  of  his  wings  ; 
I  laughed,  inspired  by  all  the  amorous  things 
The  sacred  creature  hinted,  till  I  threw 
Backward  my  head,  and  caught  against  the  blue 
A  man's  keen  face  that  looked  me  through  and  through. 

LYSIDICE. 

Let  me  come  nearer,  for  you  whisper  low. 

PHILENIOX. 

I  spread  my  fingers,  let  the  wild  wings  go, 
Sprang  to  my  feet,  and  would  have  fled,  but  he 
Was  swifter,  and  his  arms  encompassed  me. 
Beneath  the  shade  he  wooed  my  fears  away, 
And  showed  the  channel  where  his  shallop  lay  ; 
He  lived  upon  the  seas.     Oh  !  strange  and  sweet 
To  sit  at  Aphrodite's  awful  feet ! 
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Next  morn  I  stole,  and  laid  across  her  shrine 
A  fillet  of  these  wine-dark  locks  of  mine, 
An  ivy  wreath,  a  grasshopper  in  gold. 
She  rose  from  out  the  tingling  foam  and  cold  ; 
She  rules  it  still,  and  when  I  heard  the  roar 
Of  distant  waves  I  prayed  to  her  the  more, 
But  all  in  vain. 

LYSIDICE. 

I  too — but,  sister,  swear, 
Reveal  to  none  at  all  my  foolish  care, — 
I,  too,  before  the  dawn  to-day  hung  up 
In  Aphrodite's  shrine  my  silver  cup 
Engraved  with  massy  combats  of  old  kings. 

PHILENION. 

I  pray  the  gods  that  with  all  pleasant  things 
Thy  life  at  all  times  may  be  crowned  and  blest, 
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May  all  the  sweets  into  thy  cup  be  pressed 
That  the  sad  gods  forgot  in  mixing  mine. 

LYSIDICE. 

Tell  me  what  end  came  of  this  love  of  thine  ? 

PHILENION. 

There  is  but  one  fixed  goal  where  love  may  fare 
And  every  lover  that  the  world  shall  bear  ; 
After  brief  space  or  lengthened,  weal  or  woe, 
They  downward  and  in  solitude  must  go 
Where  the  Queen  sits  with  poppies  round  her  hair. 
Brief  was  our  time  for  passion,  scant  and  rare 
The  hours  of  pleasure  in  my  life  have  been. 
One  chill  October  night  when  airs  were  keen, 
And  I  within  the  quiet  house  began 
To  clear  the  soft  white  spinning  wool  a  span 
Forth  from  my  knees,  and  thou  wert  bent  to  hold 
The  oil-press  slowly  oozing  liquid  gold, 
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Silent,  before  the  fire,  we  two  alone, 

There  came  out  of  the  dark  a  wailing  moan, — 

His  voice  in  vision, — and  I  rose,  but  thou 

Heard'st  nothing,  and  knew'st  nothing  of  my  woe. 

I  felt  that  far  away  at  sea  his  breath 

Had  called  on  mine  at  the  last  hour  of  death, 

And  through  the  thundering  foam  and  roaring 

tide, 
My  heart  had  heard  the  whisper  as  he  died. 
Yea,  Aphrodite,  to  whom  sea-wives  pray, 
Had  heard  my  prayer  in  her  own  mystic  way. 


LYSIDICE. 

Sweetest,  I  dare  not  look  into  thine  eyes, 
So  pure  and  sad,  so  tender  and  so  wise  ; 
What  shall  I  do  to  make  thy  heart  forget 
My  foolish  hardness  ?    See,  my  cheeks  are  wet 
With  passionate  falling  of  remorseful  tears. 
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PHILENION. 

Thou  hast  the  spring-tide  lightness  of  thy  years, 

Sister  !  Behold,  my  arms  are  open  wide, 

Those  vain  reproaches  in  this  bosom  hide  ! 

Dream  not  that  life  has  lost  all  bliss  for  me, 

Content  to  love  and  live  again  in  thee. 

Fair  throbbing  head,  and  flowing  wealth  of  tress, 

Alive  in  its  own  glancing  loveliness, 

Soft  neck,  warm  hands,  and  best  of  all,  I  know, 

Clear  virgin  heart  fast  beating  down  below, 

These  are  my  loves,  and  till  that  sacred  hour 

When  Love  shall  crown  thee  with  his  mother's  flower, 

And  I  into  the  strong  hands  of  a  man 

Shall  give  thee,  as  a  sister  only  can, 

These  are  my  care,  and  all  my  life  shall  be 

Absorbed  in  conquering  thy  destiny  ; 

What  woes  the  gods  may  for  our  heads  prepare 

With  cheerful  countenance  and  instant  prayer 
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I  will  prevail  that  I  alone  may  bear. 
But  when  that  day  of  days  at  last  shall  dawn 
When  underneath  the  platan  on  the  lawn 
Our  hands  suspend  the  wreath  of  dripping  buds, 
Your  lotos-garland,  starred  with  multitudes 
Of  nuptial  blossoms  steeped  in  rich  perfume, 
When  all  the  maidens  throng  to  view  the  room 
Along  whose  walls  the  town's  best  art  provides 
Sweet  amorous  stories  incident  to  brides, 
When  crowned  with  hyacinths,  a  chorus  loud, 
The  virgins  chaunt  thy  praises  in  a  crowd, 
And  only  hush,  when  on  the  ground  they  pour 
The  fragrant  oil,  one  last  libation  more, 
Then,  darling,  oh  !  may  I  be  there  to  weep 
Still  tears  of  ecstasy  that  downward  creep, 
May  holy  Cypris  round  thy  body  twine 
The  sacred  girdle  of  her  charm  divine, 
And  then  may  Love,  all  swallowed  up  in  thee, 
Forget,  yea  !  even  in  dreams,  to  visit  me. 
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THE  LOST  LYRE. 

In  what  deep  forest,  old  and  hoar, 
Untracked,  unechoed  evermore, 
Lies  wreathed  in  leaves  the  ivory  lyre 

That  Orpheus  bore  ? 
For  surely  still  a  holy  fire 

Its  chords  respire ! 

Ah  !  would  that  I,  with  eyes  cast  down, 
Might  thread  those  solemn  paths  and  brown, 
Where  endless  autumn  pines  for  aye  ; 

That  moony  crown 
Would  win  my  feet  to  stir  and  stray 

On  the  right  way. 
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THE  LOST  LYRE. 

Till,  stooping  in  that  murmurous  land, 
The  wonder  in  my  trembling  hand 
Should  quiver  like  a  breathing  thing, 

And,  lightly  fanned, 
Each  tremulous  immortal  string 

Bid  me  to  sing. 

And  I  should  sing  ;  and  round  me  then 
All  mild-eyed  beasts  and  savage  men 
Would  gather  softly  to  adore ; 

The  lion's  den 
Stand  empty  ;  and  the  sullen  shore 

Forget  to  roar. 

But  swift  before  a  sunset  breeze, 
Across  the  dolphin-haunted  seas, 
My  lyre  and  I  would  seek  the  dim 

Hesperides, 
Where  fainting  crimsons  overbrim 

The  low  sky's  rim. 
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For  why  should  men  again  refuse 
The  lyre's  reward,  the  poet's  dues, 
Should  Hebrus  bleed  again,  or  hear 

A  shrieking  Muse  ? 
Nay  !  we  should  spurn  the  upland  drear, 

And  seaward  steer. 

For  lo  !  what  joy  could  be  to  sing 
To  idle  men  a  mystic  thing 
High-poised  above  their  ken  or  care? 

Let  Atys  ring 
His  shriller  cymbal  in  mid-air, 

While  forth  we  fare. 

Forth  ere  the  film  of  living  fire 
Can  fade  above  the  dim  white  lyre, 
Before  the  sacred  chords  grow  slack, 

Ere  men  can  tire 
Of  holy  song,  or  tempests'  wrack 

Can  wave  us  back. 
d  2 
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O  fruitless  dream  !  our  pensive  age 
Hath  hopelessness  for  heritage, 
Satiety  of  song  for  meed, 

And  for  the  rage 
Of  lyric  prophets  born  to  bleed, 

A  broken  reed. 

A  broken  reed,  and  only  fit 

For  song  to  make  a  flute  of  it, 

To  pipe  her  memories  of  time  past  ; 

The  sad  airs  flit 
Across  its  wounded  side  ;  'tis  cast 

Away  at  last. 
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The  limpid  water  passes, 
And  whispers  at  our  feet, 

The  worn-out  leaves  and  grasses 
The  west  wind's  voice  repeat ; 

They  say  the  summer  goes 

In  music  to  its  close. 

The  beech-woods  high  above  us 
Pour  down  from  breezy  air, — 

As  if  in  proof  they  love  us, — 
Deep  shadow  debonair ; 

They  hang  aloft  and  find 

The  last  faint  streams  of  wind. 
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Below  our  feet  the  river, 
With  its  old  weedy  smell, 

Pursues  its  bent  for  ever, 
With  no  new  tale  to  tell ; 

Its  reeds  will  quiver  on 

Till  Time  is  dead  and  gone. 

And  where  last  year  the  lily, 
Unfolding  its  green  bowl, 

Hung  in  the  water  stilly 
Its  contemplative  soul, 

A  younger  flower  as  fair 

Has  felt  the  autumn  air. 

In  this  enchanted  leisure 
The  only  restless  thing 

Is  one  loose  ray  of  azure, 
A  dragon-fly  on  wing  ; 

The  rustling  of  its  flight 

Is  like  the  sound  of  light. 
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I  hold  your  hand,  and  wonder, 

My  dear,  if  all  be  true  ; 
Can  no  power  part  asunder 

When  Love  makes  one  of  two  ? 
The  powers  of  nature  say 
In  flower  and  shadow  '  Nay  ! ' 

Then  with  the  river's  blessing, 

And  the  wood's  solemn  prayer, 
And  this  soft  wind  caressing 

Our  foreheads  and  our  hair, 
Without  a  word  or  sign 
Lay  your  sweet  mouth  to  mine. 

And  if  I  faint  to  feel  it, — 

My  weak  heart  beating  high, — 

O  haste  and  press,  to  seal  it, 
Another  lest  I  die  ; 

The  second  kiss  will  give 

Me  strength,  and  I  shall  live. 
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So  when  the  years  before  us 
Pass  slowly  one  by  one, 

Till  all  the  gifts  they  bore  us 
Are  ripe  beneath  the  sun, 

When  we  are  old  and  sere 

Like  corn  in  russet  ear, — 

Do  thou,  my  love,  remember 
The  sweet  still  autumn  day, 

When  time  was  in  September, 
But  passion  scarce  in  May, 

While  in  a  golden  dream 

We  lay  beside  the  stream  ; 

When  all  bright  hours  are  over 
That  make  such  speed  to  pass, 

Forget  not  thine  old  lover, 
The  sunshine  and  the  grass  ; 

O  let  not  memory  miss 

That  first  enchanted  kiss. 
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Far  in  the  soft  warm  west 
There  lies  an  orchard-nest, 
Where  every  spring  the  black-caps  come, 
And  build  themselves  a  downy  home. 

The  apple-boughs  entwine, 

And  make  a  network  fine 
Through  which  the  morning  vapours  pass 
That  rise  from  off  the  dewy  grass. 

And  when  the  spring-warmth  shoots 

Along  the  apple  roots, 
The  gnarled  old  boughs  grow  full  of  buds 
That  gleam  and  leaf  in  multitudes. 
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THE  FARM. 

And  then,  first  cold  and  white, 
Soon  flushing  with  delight, 
The  blossom-heads  come  out  and  blow, 
And  mimic  sunset-tinted  snow. 

Just  where  my  farm-house  ends 

A  single  gable  bends, 
And  one  small  window,  ivy-bound, 
Looks  into  this  enchanted  ground. 

I  sit  there  while  I  write, 
And  dream  in  the  dim  light 
That  floods  the  misty  orchard  through, 
A  pale-green  vapour  tinged  with  blue. 

And  watch  the  growing  year, 
The  flowers  that  spring  and  peer, 
The  apple-bloom  that  melts  away, 
The  colours  of  the  changing  day. 
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The  falling  blossom  fills 

The  cups  of  daffodils, 
That  loll  their  perfume-haunted  heads 
Along  the  feathery  parsley-beds. 

And  then  the  young  girls  come 

To  take  the  gold  flowers  home  ; 
They  stand  there,  laughing,  lilac-white, 
Wrthin  the  orchard's  green  twilight. 

The  rough  old  walls  decay, 

And  moulder  day  by  day, 
The  fern-roots  tear  them,  stone  by  stone, 
The  ivy  drags  them,  overgrown  ; 

But  still  they  serve  to  keep 

This  little  shrine  of  sleep 
Intact  for  singing  birds  and  bees 
And  lovers  no  less  shy  than  these. 
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Soft  perfumes  blown  my  way 

Remind  me  day  by  day 
How  spring  and  summer  flowers  arrange 
Their  aromatic  interchange. 

For,  in  the  still  warm  night, 

I  taste  the  faint  delight 
Of  dim  white  violets  that  lie 
Far  down  in  depths  of  greenery. 

And  from  the  wild  white  rose 
That  in  my  window  blows, 
At  dawn  an  odour  pure  and  fine 
Comes  drifting  like  the  scent  of  wine. 

I  live  in  flower  and  tree  ; 

My  own  life  seems  to  me 
A  fading  trifle  scarcely  worth 
The  notice  of  the  jocund  earth. 
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Nor  seems  it  strange  indeed 

To  hold  the  happy  creed 
That  all  fair  things  that  bloom  and  die 
Have  conscious  life  as  well  as  I. 

That  not  in  vain  arise 

The  speedwell's  azure  eyes, 
Like  stars  upon  the  river's  brink, 
That  shine  unseen  of  us,  and  sink. 

That  not  for  Man  is  made 

All  colour,  light  and  shade, 
All  beauty  ripened  out  of  sight, — 
But  to  fulfil  its  own  delight. 

The  black-caps  croon  and  swing 

Deep  in  the  night,  and  sing 
No  songs  in  which  man's  life  is  blent, 
But  to  embody  their  content. 
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Then  let  me  joy  to  be 
Alive  with  bird  and  tree, 
And  have  no  haughtier  aim  than  this 
To  be  a  partner  in  their  bliss. 

So  shall  my  soul  at  peace 
From  anxious  carping  cease, 
Fed  slowly  like  a  wholesome  bud 
With  sap  of  healthy  thoughts  and  good. 

That  when  at  last  I  die, 
No  praise  may  earth  deny, 
But  with  her  living  forms  combine 
To  chant  a  threnody  divine. 
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AT  DAWN. 

All  night  I  tossed  without  one  hour  of  sleep, 
Lamenting  for  the  sweet  bride  torn  from  me  ; 
But  now  that  in  the  glimmering  east  I  see 

The  saffron-coloured  morning  upward  creep, 

No  more  for  my  Rhodanthe  would  I  weep, 
But  rest  awhile  with  poppied  lids,  if  ye, 
O  twittering  swallows,  would  but  let  me  be, 

Nor  dart  below  my  eaves  with  maddening  cheep  ! 

O  swallows,  swallows,  'twas  not  I  that  clipped 
The  tender  tongue  of  Philomela  fair, 
Not  I  !     Go  shriek  for  Itylus  elsewhere, 

Before  the  feet  of  sleep  have  past  me  tripped  ! 

Who  knows  ?    When  I  to  dreamland  shall  have  slipped, 
The  ghost  of  my  dead  love  may  meet  me  there  ! 
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THE  LOVER  AND   THE    WATERL1LY 

One  weak  willow 
Just  dips  her  pulseless  fingers  in  the  river  ; 

We  for  ever 
Would  make  this  slope  of  April  grass  our  pillow  ; 
Where  fishes  flash  and  gleam, 
We  idly  sit  and  dream, 
While  idler  insects  yet,  with  foot  and  wing, 
Fret  the  still  stream  and  sing. 

Yellow  blossom, 
Come  up  to  daylight  from  the  deep  dark  water, 

Faint,  frail  daughter, 
Shot,  perfumed,  from  thine  unseen  mother's  bosom, 
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How  looks  the  world  to  thee, 
Whose  new-born  petals  see 
More  wonders  in  the  world  of  earth  and  sky 
Than  we  can  till  we  die  ? 


Art  thou  lonely  ? 
Shoots  there  no  other  blossom  for  thy  pleasure  ? 

No  fair  treasure 
Of  leaf  and  bloom  for  thee  made,  and  thee  only  ? 
Shall  pale  decay  and  death 
Obscure  thy  fragrant  breath, 
Ere  love  can  win  thy  heart  a  little  while 
With  one  faint  passing  smile  ? 

Ah  !  poor  flower, 
If  this  thing  be  so,  then,  though  wise  in  seeming 

Thy  pure  dreaming, 
I  would  not  change  lives  with  thee  for  one  hour, 
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Though,  sage  beyond  a  man, 
Thy  leaves  have  power  to  scan 
The  scheme  of  nature,  and  past  wave  and  sod 
Glance  clearly  up  to  God  ! 

I,  poor  mortal, 
As  weak  as  thou,  and  blind  where  thou  art  seeing, 

Whose  frail  being 
Knocks,  darkly  groping,  at  life's  outer  portal, 
Have  yet  one  shining  star 
To  cheer  my  heart  afar  ; — 
'Tis  Love,  more  sweet  than  Wisdom,  more  divine 
Than  any  gift  of  thine. 

This  dear  Woman, 
Whose  golden  head  beneath  the  long  wan  willow 

Makes  its  pillow 
Of  this  warm  grass,  so  strangely  soft  and  human, 
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Content  to  hold  my  hand, 
Cares  not  to  understand 
Those  mysteries  that  flowers  and  trees  may  know 
A  moment  ere  they  go. 
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THE    WHITETHROAT. 


AN    ESSAY    IN    CRITICISM. 


I  heard  the  Whitethroat  sing 

Last  eve  at  twilight  when  the  wind  was  dead, 

And  her  sleek  bosom  and  her  fair  smooth  head 

Vibrated,  ruffling,  and  her  olive  wing 

Trembled.     So  soft  her  song  was  that  it  seemed 

As  though,  in  wandering  through  the  copse  at  noon, 

She  must  have  found  the  holy  bough  where  dreamed 

The  day-struck  Nightingale, 

And,  listening,  must  have  overheard  too  soon 

The  dim  rehearsal  of  that  golden  tale 

That  greets  the  laggard  moon. 
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But  through  the  imitative  strain, 

Between  each  gentle  cadence,  and  again 

When  those  clear  notes  she  tried,  for  which  her 

throat 
Was  not  so  capable  as  fain, 
I  joyed  to  hear  her  own  peculiar  note 
Through  all  the  music  float. 
But  when  the  gentle  song,  that  streamed  away, 
Like  some  enamoured  rivulet  that  flows 
Under  a  night  of  leaves  and  flowering  may, 
Died  on  the  stress  of  its  own  lovely  pain, 
Even  as  it  died  away, 
It  seemed  as  if  no  influence  could  restrain 
The  notes  from  welling  in  the  Whitethroat's  brain  ; 
*But  with  the  last  faint  chords,  on  fluttering  wing 
She  rose,  until  she  hung  in  sunset  air  ; 
A  little  way  she  rose,  as  if  her  care 
Were  all  to  reach  the  heavens,  her  radiant  goal, 
Then  sank  among  the  leaves. 
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Pathetic  singer  !  with  no  strength  to  sing, 
And  wasted  pinions  far  too  weak  to  bear 
The  body's  weight  that  mars  the  singing  soul, 
In  wild  disorder,  see,  her  bosom  heaves  ! 
Scarcely,  with  quivering  plumes, 
She  wins  the  sparse  bough  of  that  tulip-tree, 
Whose  leaves  unfinished  ape  her  faulty  song, 
Whose  mystic  flowers  her  delicate  minstrelsy. 
But,  hark  !  how  her  rich  throat  resumes 
Its  broken  music,  and  the  garden  blooms 
Around  her,  and  the  flower  that  waited  long, 
The  vast  magnolia,  rends  its  roseate  husk, 
And  opens  to  the  dusk  ; 
Odour  and  song  embalm  the  day's  decline. 
Ah  !  pulsing  heart  of  mine, 
Flattered  beyond  all  judgment  by  delight, 
This  pleasing  harmony,  this  gentle  light, 
This  soft  and  enervating  breeze  of  flowers, 
This  magic  antechamber  of  the  night 
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With  florid  tapestry  of  twilight  hours, 

Is  this  enough  for  thee  ? 

Lo  !  from  the  summit  of  the  tulip-tree 

The  enamoured  Whitethroat  answered  '  Yes  !  O  yes  !' 

And  once  again,  with  passion  and  the  stress 

Of  thoughts  too  tender  and  too  sad  to  be 

Enshrined  in  any  melody  she  knew, 

She  rose  into  the  air  ; 

And  then,  oppressed  with  pain  too  keen  to  bear, 

Her  last  notes  faded  as  she  downward  flew. 

And  she  was  silent.     But  the  night  came  on  ; 

A  whisper  rose  among  the  giant  trees, 

Between  their  quivering  topmost  boughs  there  shone 

The  liquid  depths  of  moonlight  tinted  air  ; 

By  slow  degrees 

The  darkness  crept  upon  me  unaware. 

The  enchanted  silence  of  the  hours  of  dew 

Fell  like  a  mystic  presence  more  and  more, 
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Aweing  the  senses.     Then  I  knew, 

But  scarcely  heard,  thrilled  through  to  the  brain's 

core, 
The  shrill  first  prelude  of  triumphant  song, 
Cleaving  the  twilight.     Ah  !  we  do  thee  wrong, 
Unequalled  Philomela,  while  thy  voice 
We  hear  not ;  every  gentle  song  and  clear 
Seems  worthy  of  thee  to  our  poor  noonday  choice. 
But  when  thy  true  fierce  music,  full  of  pain, 
And  wounded  memory,  and  the  tone  austere 
Of  antique  passion,  fills  our  hearts  again, 
We  marvel  at  our  light  and  frivolous  ear. 
Ah  !  how  they  answer  from  the  woodland  glades  ! 
How  deep  and  rich  the  waves  of  music  pour 
On  night's  enchanted  shore  ! 
From  star-lit  alleys  where  the  elm-tree  shades 
The  hare's  smooth  leverets  from  the  moon's  distress 
From  pools  all  silvered  o'er, 
Where  water-buds  their  petals  upward  press, 
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Vibrating  with  the  song,  and  stir,  and  shed 
Their  inmost  perfume  o'er  their  shining  bed, 
Yea,  from  each  copse  I  hear  a  bird, 
As  by  a  more  than  mortal  woe  undone, 
Sing,  as  no  other  creature  ever  sang, 
Since  through  the  Phrygian  forests  Atys  heard 
His  wild  compeers  come  fluting  one  by  one, 
Till  all  the  silent  uplands  rang  and  rang. 
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THE  M^NAUS   GRAVE. 

The  girl  who  once,  on  Lydian  heights, 
Around  the  sacred  grove  of  pines, 

Would  dance  through  whole  tempestuous  nights 
When  no  moon  shines, 

Whose  pipe  of  lotos  featly  blown 

Gave  airs  as  shrill  as  Cotys'  own, 

Who,  crowned  with  buds  of  ivy  dark, 

Three  times  drained  deep  with  amorous  lips 

The  wine-fed  bowl  of  willow-bark, 
With  silver  tips, 

Nor  sank,  nor  ceased,  but  shouted  still 

Like  some  wild  wind  from  hill  to  hill, 


THE  ALENAHS  GRAVE. 

She  lies  at  last  where  poplars  wave 
Their  sad  gray  foliage  all  day  long, 

The  river  murmurs  near  her  grave 
A  soothing  song ; 

Farewell,  it  saith  !     Her  days  have  done 

With  shouting  at  the  set  of  sun. 
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THE  RETURN  OF  THE  SWALLOWS. 

1  Out  in  the  meadows  the  young  grass  springs, 
Shivering  with  sap,'  said  the  larks,  '  and  we 

Shoot  into  air  with  our  strong  young  wings, 
Spirally  up  over  level  and  lea ; 

Come,  O  Swallows,  and  fly  with  us 

Now  that  horizons  are  luminous  ! 

Evening  and  morning  the  world  of  light, 
Spreading  and  kindling,  is  infinite  ! ' 

Far  away,  by  the  sea  in  the  south, 
The  hills  of  olive  and  slopes  of  fern 

Whiten  and  glow  in  the  sun's  long  drouth, 
Under  the  heavens  that  beam  and  burn  ; 
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And  all  the  swallows  were  gathered  there 
Flitting  about  in  the  fragrant  air, 

And  heard  no  sound  from  the  larks,  but  flew 

Flashing  under  the  blinding  blue. 

Out  of  the  depths  of  their  soft  rich  throats 
Languidly  fluted  the  thrushes,  and  said  : 
'  Musical  thought  in  the  mild  air  floats, 
Spring  is  coming  and  winter  is  dead  ! 

Come,  O  Swallows,  and  stir  the  air, 

For  the  buds  are  all  bursting  unaware, 

And  the  drooping  eaves  and  the  elm-trees  long 
To  hear  the  sound  of  your  low  sweet  song.' 

Over  the  roofs  of  the  white  Algiers, 

Flashingly  shadowing  the  bright  bazaar, 

Flitted  the  swallows,  and  not  one  hears 

The  call  of  the  thrushes  from  far,  from  far  ; 
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Sighed  the  thrushes  ;  then,  all  at  once, 
Broke  out  singing  the  old  sweet  tones, 
Singing  the  bridal  of  sap  and  shoot, 
The  tree's  slow  life  between  root  and  fruit. 

But  just  when  the  dingles  of  April  flowers 

Shine  with  the  earliest  daffodils, 
When,  before  sunrise,  the  cold  clear  hours 

Gleam  with  a  promise  that  noon  fulfils, — 
Deep  in  the  leafage  the  cuckoo  cried, 
Perched  on  a  spray  by  a  rivulet-side, 

Swallows,  O  Swallows,  come  back  again 

To  swoop  and  herald  the  April  rain. 

And  something  awoke  in  the  slumbering  heart 
Of  the  alien  birds  in  their  African  air, 

And  they  paused,  and  alighted,  and  twittered  apart, 
And  met  in  the  broad  white  dreamy  square, 
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And  the  sad  slave  woman,  who  lifted  up 
From  the  fountain  her  broad-lipped  earthen  cup, 
Said  to  herself,  with  a  weary  sigh, 
'  To-morrow  the  swallows  will  northward  fly  ! ' 
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THE  AUTUMN   OF  THE    WORLD. 

The  last  wan  petals  leave  the  rose, 
The  latest  swallows  preen  for  flight, 

The  summer's  gone  where  no  one  knows, 
With  dead  men's  love,  and  spent  years'  light, 
And  warm  hearts  buried  out  of  sight. 


Red  roses  are  the  crown  of  youth  ; 
The  warm  light  falls  on  lovers'  lips  ; 

Laugh,  then,  and  fondle,  happy  mouth, 
But  yet,  remember,  sweet  time  slips, 
Death  hurries  on  with  full  eclipse  ! 
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So  short,  so  sad  !     Oh  !  let  not  Death 
Find  only  faded  flowers  and  wine, 

When,  hungry  for  the  joyous  breath 
That  dreams  not  of  the  years'  decline, 
He  lays  his  cold  white  mouth  to  thine  ! 


Cling  to  the  flying  hours  ;  and  yet 
Let  one  pure  hope,  one  great  desire, 

Like  song  on  dying  lips,  be  set, 
That  ere  we  fall  in  scattered  fire 
Our  hearts  may  lift  the  world's  heart  higher. 


Here  in  the  autumn  months  of  Time, 
Before  the  great  new  year  can  break, 

Some  little  way  our  feet  should  climb, 
Some  little  mark  our  words  should  make 
For  liberty  and  manhood's  sake  ! 
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Clear  brain  and  sympathetic  heart, 
A  spirit  on  flame  with  love  for  Man, 

Hands  swift  to  labour,  slow  to  part, — 
If  any  good,  since  time  began, 
The  soul  can  fashion,  such  souls  can. 

And  so  when  we  are  dead  and  past, 
The  undying  world  will  some  day  reach 

Its  glorious  hour  of  dawn  at  last, 
And  we  across  time's  sunken  beach 
May  smile,  one  moment,  each  to  each. 
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LIFE  IN  DEATH. 

O  sweet  for  dying  hands  to  hold 

The  earliest  jonquil  pale  ; 
The  breath  is  faint,  the  lips  grow  cold 
As  o'er  the  golden  leaves  they  fold, 

Their  odour  to  inhale. 


Sweet  thus  upon  a  flower  to  die, 

And  dream  its  whole  life's  dream, 
Below  the  cold  white  roots  to  lie, 
To  feel  the  blossom  shoot  on  high, 
The  slow  sap  gush  and  stream. 
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Its  beauty  comes  from  out  of  sight ; 

Perchance  the  spirit  goes 
To  win  that  self-same  clime  whose  light 
Can  make  these  petals  warm  and  bright 

Before  their  buds  unclose. 


Through  death  it  comes  ;  'tis  all  we  know, 

Yet  this  should  bring  us  gain, — 
Since  such  delight  from  death  can  flow, 
We  need  not  shudder  when  we  go 
Where  silence  quiets  pain. 


Life  hems  us  round  on  every  side, 

Like  dim  translucent  stone ; 
Its  carven  walls  and  floors  divide 
The  eternal  spaces  deep  and  wide 
From  our  aerial  cone. 
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But  every  year  when  spring  is  new 

And  tender  grass  is  green, 
The  heavy-scented  flowers  renew 
The  miracle  of  death  shot  through 

By  many  a  chink  unseen. 


Dumb  messengers,  whose  only  speech 

Is  their  intense  perfume, 
Out  of  the  infinite  they  reach 
Some  subtle  mystery  to  teach 

Of  hope  beyond  the  tomb. 


Thus,  when  my  mortal  days  are  o'er, 

May  Death,  no  dreadful  thing, 

Break  through  the  alabaster  floor 

And  living  spikenard  on  me  pour 

From  yellow  flowers  in  spring. 
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DESIDERIUM. 

Sit  there  for  ever,  dear,  and  lean 

In  marble  as  in  fleeting  flesh, 
Above  the  tall  grey  reeds  that  screen 

The  river  when  the  breeze  is  fresh  ; 
For  ever  let  the  morning  light 
Stream  down  that  forehead  broad  and  white, 
And  round  that  cheek  for  my  delight. 

Already  that  flushed  moment  grows 
So  dark,  so  distant  ;  through  the  ranks 

Of  scented  reed  the  river  flows 

Still  murmuring  to  its  willowy  banks  ; 

But  we  can  never  hope  to  share 

Again  that  rapture  fond  and  rare, 

Unless  you  turn  immortal  there.  . 
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There  is  no  other  way  to  hold 

These  webs  of  mingled  joy  and  pain  ; 

Like  gossamer  their  threads  enfold 
The  journeying  heart  without  a  strain, — 

Then  break,  and  pass  in  cloud  or  dew, 

And  while  the  ecstatic  soul  goes  through 

Are  withered  in  the  parching  blue. 

Hold,  Time,  a  little  while  thy  glass, 

And,  youth,  fold  up  those  peacock  wings  ! 

More  rapture  fills  the  years  that  pass 
Than  any  hope  the  future  brings  ; 

Some  for  to-morrow  rashly  pray, 

And  some  desire  to  hold  to-day, 

But  I  am  sick  for  yesterday. 

Since  yesterday  the  hills  were  blue 

That  shall  be  gray  for  evermore, 
And  the  fair  sunset  was  shot  through 

With  colour  never  seen  before  ; 
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Tyrannic  love  smiled  yesterday, 
And  lost  the  terrors  of  his  sway, 
But  is  a  god  again  to-day. 

Ah  !  who  will  give  us  back  the  past  ? 

Ah  !  woe,  that  youth  should  love  to  be 
Like  this  swift  Thames  that  speeds  so  fast, 

And  is  so  fain  to  find  the  sea, — 
That  leaves  this  maze  of  shadow  and  sleep, 
These  creeks  down  which  blown  blossoms  creep, 
For  breakers  of  the  homeless  deep. 

Then  sit  for  ever,  dear,  in  stone, 

As  when  you  turned  with  half  a  smile, 
And  I  will  haunt  this  islet  lone, 

And  with  a  dream  my  tears  beguile ; 
And  in  my  reverie  forget 
That  stars  and  suns  were  made  to  set, 
That  love  grows  old,  or  eyes  are  wet. 


THE  FJPE-PLAYER. 

Cool,  and  palm-shaded  from  the  torrid  heat, 
The  young  brown  tenor  puts  his  singing  by, 
And  sets  the  twin  pipe  to  his  lips  to  try 

Some  air  of  bulrush-glooms  where  lovers  meet ; 

O  swart  musician,  time  and  fame  are  fleet, 
Brief  all  delight,  and  youth's  feet  fain  to  fly  ! 
Pipe  on  in  peace  !     To-morrow  must  we  die  ? 

What  matter,  if  our  life  to-day  be  sweet ! 

Soon,  soon,  the  silver  paper-reeds  that  sigh 
Along  the  Sacred  River  will  repeat 
The  echo  of  the  dark-stoled  bearers'  feet, 

Who  carry  you,  with  wailing,  where  must  lie 

Your  swathed  and  withered  body,  by  and  by, 
In  perfumed  darkness  with  the  grains  of  wheat. 
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VERDLEIGH  COPPICE. 

Oh  the  perfumes  and  the  shadows  of  the  pines  in  Verd- 

leigh  Coppice, 
Straight  red  boles  that  catch  the  sunset  as  it  smoulders 

in  the  west ! 
Creamy   glint   of  waving  barley,  and  a  scarlet  flash  of 

poppies, 
Seen  through  columns  where  the  evening  wind  is  moan- 

insr  to  its  rest. 

Here  it  seems  the  scent  is  deepest  where  the  wind  has 

caught  the  branches, 
And  a  loaded  bough  lies  broken,  and  the  sap  has  oozed 

to  light, 


VERDLEIGH  COPPICE.  75 

With  its  golden  gums  of  healing,  like  the  chastened  love 

that  staunches 
With  the  morning's  consolation  some  deep  sorrow  of  the 

night. 

With  the  piny  odour  streaming  on   the  wind  into   my 

senses, 
I  grow  flushed  with  subtle  pleasure  as  an  Eastern  king 

may  do 
When  the  odalisque  that  loves  him  from  her  twinkling 

fan  dispenses 
An   unceasing   breeze    of    sandal-wood    that    stirs    the 

chamber  through. 

And  my  heart  is  still  from  fretting,  and  my  pulse's  weary 

fever 
Settles  slowly  down  to  cool  and  calm  vibration  of  the 

blood  ; 
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I  could  rest  upon  the  greenness  of  this  mossy  couch  for 

ever, 
And   become   a   silent  portion   of  the   silence    of   the 

wood. 


I    should  feel  the   sap  in  spring-tide  as  a  part  of  my 

existence, 
And  the  pure  sweet  life  of  blossoms  would  repeat  itself 

in  me, 
Till  the  old  world's  course  of  passion,  with  its  wearisome 

insistence, 
Should   fade   back   and    be    forgotten    in    this    milder 

ecstasy. 

Surely  all  things  here  are  quiet,  and  this  still  domain  of 

nature 
Tastes  in  little  all  the  sweetness  of  the  vanished  golden 

age  ; 
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Love  enthroned  among  these  pine-trees  smiles  on  every 

sylvan  creature, 
And  the  pastorals  they  fashion  on  this  stainless  rustic 

stage. 


But  among  the  elms  that  cluster  round  the 

up  yonder, 
Where  the  ladies  praise  the  prospect  from  the  terrace  at 

their  feet, 
Like  a  caged  thing  sick  in  exile  with  a  smiling  face  I 

wander, 
And  with  viewless  wings  the  barrier,  be  it  golden,  still  I 

beat ! 

For  the  idle  jesting  frets  me,  and  my  heart  in  its  de- 
jection 

Smiles  like  Timon  with  the  laughter  of  a  spirit  out  of 
tune, 
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At  the  courtly  face-politeness  and  the  cordial  mock- 
affection, 

And  the  unknown  lightless  facet  of  each  white  revolving 
moon. 

As  the  shadows  of  this  pine-copse  to  a  ring  of  foolish 

faces, 
As  this  perfume   of  the  woodland  to  a  faded  waft  of 

musk, 
So  my  heart   that  leaps   with   pleasure   in   all   hushed 

sequestered  places, 
To  the  self-same  heart  that  battles  in  this  world  of  claw 

and  tusk. 

Ah  !  warm  pines  of  Verdleigh  Coppice,  I  must  hold  to 

you  for  ever, 
Build  my  home  in  you,  like  Thoreau,  be  your  creature 

.  and  your  child, 
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Till  no  vestige  of  the  worldling  rest  upon  my  soul  to 

sever 
My  enfranchised  heart  and  body  from  all  gentle  things 

and  wild. 

Here  be  sure  no  savage  discords  break  the  joyous  dia- 
pason 

Of  the  vast  and  secret  music  of  all  vocal  things  and 
mute, 

Love  the  sweet  birds'  only  clarion,  love  the  blossoms' 
only  blazon, 

Love  the  animating  purpose  in  each  kindling  vein  and 
shoot. 

Hush  !  the  cruel  stoat  that  rustles  in  the  tangle  of  the 

brambles, 
Sleek,  with  snow-white  fangs  that  languish  for  the  rabbit's 

drip  of  blood  ; — 
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Hush  !  the  jay  with  laugh  discordant  as  far  up  the  tree 

he  scrambles 
With  a  hungry  beak  to  slaughter  the  soft  younglings  of 

the  wood. 

Hush  !  an  orange  bee  floats  by  me,  like  a  summer  wind 

incarnate, 
But  a  red  flash  swoops  athwart  it  and  behold  it  upward 

borne  ! 
'Twas  the  bright  crest  of  the  wood-chat,  like  the  sunlight 

in  a  garnet, 
And  the  writhing  bee  hangs  wretchedly  impaled  upon  a 

thorn. 

See  this  mastering  mass  of  ivy  with  an  ash-tree  bound 

within  it, 
Like   a  wrestler   foiled   and  strangled,  lo  !  the  friendly 

ash  is  dead ; 
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And  the  ivy  bears  half-hidden  the  forlorn  nest  of  a 
linnet, 

But  the  rain  has  drowned  the  nurselings,  and  the  parent- 
birds  have  fled. 

Even   here,   in  Verdleigh  Coppice,  there  can  be  such 

desolation, 
Such   forgetfulness   untender,   such   a   cruel  greed   and 

rage, 
Underneath  the  summer  odours  nation  warring  against 

nation, 
And   the  gentlest    creatures    winning    bitter    pain    for 

heritage. 

Not  in  homes  of  mankind  only,  are  there  silent  webs  for 

passion, 
And  a  smiling  garb  for  sorrow,  and  a  sunny  veil  for 

grief 
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Nature  works   out  her   intention   in   the   same  unholy 

fashion 
As  her  aping  firstborn  Man  does  through  his  foolish  day 

and  brief. 

Then  farewell,  sweet  Verdleigh  Coppice,  since  I  find  for 

all  the  beauty 
Of  thine  allies  hushed  and  sombre,  of  thy  glimpses  of  the 

wheat, 
Here  as  elsewhere  love  resides  not,  and  red  rapine  is  a 

duty, 
Thou  shalt  hardly  win  long  sojourn  from  my  restless, 

homeless  feet. 

And  I  learn  'tis  best  in  all  things  to  hold  living  very 

lightly, 
Taste  the  perfumes  of  the  fir-wood,  but  not  linger  there 

too  long, 
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Lest  the  mazes  of  the  forest  lead  to  foulnesses  un- 
sightly, 

And  a  haunting  horror  clash  upon  the  night-bird's  liquid 
son.sr. 
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THE  PRAISE   OF  DIONYSUS. 

CHANT   ROYAL. 

Behold,  above  the  mountains  there  is  light, 
A  streak  of  gold,  a  line  of  gathering  fire, 
And  the  dim  East  hath  suddenly  grown  bright 
With  pale  aerial  flame,  that  drives  up  higher 
The  lurid  mists  that  of  the  night  aware 
Breasted  the  dark  ravines  and  coverts  bare  ; 
Behold,  behold  !  the  granite  gates  unclose, 
And  down  the  vales  a  lyric  people  flows, 
Who  dance  to  music,  and  in  dancing  fling 
Their  frantic  robes  to  every  wind  that  blows, 
And  deathless  praises  to  the  vine-god  sing. 
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Nearer  they  press,  and  nearer  still  in  sight, 
Still  dancing  blithely  in  a  seemly  choir  ; 
Tossing  on  high  the  symbol  of  their  rite. 
The  cone-tipped  thyrsus  of  a  god's  desire ; 
Nearer  they  come,  tall  damsels  flushed  and  fair, 
With  ivy  circling  their  abundant  hair, 
Onward,  with  even  pace,  in  stately  rows, 
With  eye  that  flashes,  and  with  cheek  that  glows, 
And  all  the  while  their  tribute-songs  they  bring, 
And  newer  glories  of  the  past  disclose, 
And  deathless  praises  to  the  vine-god  sing. 

The  pure  luxuriance  of  their  limbs  is  white, 
And  flashes  clearer  as  they  draw  the  nigher, 
Bathed  in  an  air  of  infinite  delight, 
Smooth  without  wound  of  thorn  or  fleck  of  mire, 
Borne  up  by  song  as  by  a  trumpet's  blare, 
Leading  the  van  to  conquest,  on  they  fare  ; 
Fearless  and  bold,  whoever  comes  or  goes, 
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These  shining  cohorts  of  Bacchantes  close, 
Shouting  and  shouting  till  the  mountains  ring, 
And  forests  grim  forget  their  ancient  woes, 
And  deathless  praises  to  the  vine-god  sing. 

And  youths  are  there  for  whom  full  many  a  night 

Brought  dreams  of  bliss,  vague  dreams  that  haunt  and  tire, 

Who  rose  in  their  own  ecstasy  bedight, 

And  wandered  forth  through  many  a  scourging  briar, 

And  waited  shivering  in  the  icy  air, 

And  wrapped  the  leopard-skin  about  them  there, 

Knowing,  for  all  the  bitter  air  that  froze, 

The  time  must  come,  that  every  poet  knows, 

When  he  shall  rise  and  feel  himself  a  king, 

And  follow,  follow  where  the  ivy  grows, 

And  deathless  praises  to  the  vine-god  sing. 

But  oh  !  within  the  heart  of  this  great  flight, 
Whose  ivory  arms  hold  up  the  golden  lyre  ? 
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What  form  is  this  of  more  than  mortal  height  ? 
What  matchless  beauty,  what  inspired  ire  ! 
The  brindled  panthers  know  the  prize  they  bear, 
And  harmonise  their  steps  with  stately  care  ; 
Bent  to  the  morning,  like  a  living  rose, 
The  immortal  splendour  of  his  face  he  shows, 
And  where  he  glances,  leaf  and  flower  and  wing 
Tremble  with  rapture,  stirred  in  their  repose, 
And  deathless  praises  to  the  vine-god  sing. 

ENVOI. 

Prince  of  the  flute  and  ivy,  all  thy  foes 
Record  the  bounty  that  thy  grace  bestows, 
But  we,  thy  servants,  to  thy  glory  cling, 
And  with  no  frigid  lips  our  songs  compose, 
And  deathless  praises  to  the  vine-god  sing. 


THE  PRAISE   OE  ARTEMIS. 

By  Cephissus' 

Silver  stream, 
"White  narcissus 

Blossoms  gleam, 
And  the  chilly 
Waterlily 
Opens  stilly 

Cups  of  cream. 

The  soft  night 

Scarce  forgets 
Scent  of  white 

Violets, 


THE  PRAISE   OF  ARTEMIS.  89 

Ere  there  blows 
Rose  on  rose, 
And  their  snows 
The  wind  frets. 

Through  the  shadows 

And  perfume, 
By  the  meadows 

Deep  in  bloom, 
Who  comes  singing 
Blithe,  and  bringing 
Light  upspringing 

Through  the  doom  ? 


At  her  feet 

Breaks  the  dawn. 
Fond  and  fleet 

As  a  fawn 
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Up  the  skies 
See  !  it  flies, 
And  night  dies 
On  the  lawn. 

By  her  fingers 

Hangs  a  bow, 
While  there  lingers 

Round  her  so 
A  god's  glory 
Dim  and  hoary, 
Wreathed  in  story 
Long  ago. 

Round  her  mild 
Brows  and  fair 

Clings  a  wild 
Huntress  air. 
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At  her  side, 
Girdled,  hide 
Arrows  tried, 
And  a  spear. 


And  the  leopard 
Fears  her  skill, 

But  the  shepherd 
On  the  hill 

Never  misses 

Warm  love-blisses, 

Whispers,  kisses 
All  his  fill. 

He  alone 

Hears  her  breast 
Pant  and  moan 

In  unrest, 
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None  else  knows 
How  these  snows 
Flush  with  rose, 
Love-opprest. 

She  can  follow, 
Fierce,  elate, 
White  Apollo 

Grim  and  great ; 
Shrilly  sang  her 
Shafts'  wild  clangour, 
When  his  anger 
Flashed  in  fate. 


When  the  morn 
Wept  to  see, 

Through  the  corn, 
Niobe 
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Cold  and  slain, 
And  the  twain 
Turned  again 
Haughtily. 


Like  a  lion 

Shot  and  shent, 
Falls  Orion, 

Helhvard  sent ; 
Nymph  and  satyr 
Part  and  scatter, 
Trembling  at  her 

Pure  intent. 

For  she  brooks  not 
Mortal  pride, 

And  she  looks  not 
Near  or  wide, 
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Heeds  no  praying, 
Makes  no  staying, 
Hastes  the  slaying, 
Once  defied. 

Then  with  humble 
Looks  and  dread, 

Let  us  crumble 
Holy  bread, 

Feed  the  flying 

Birds  undying, 

Wheeling,  crying, 
Round  our  head. 

With  elation 

Half  divine, 
Pour  libation, 

Oil  and  wine ; 
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While  it  blazes, 
Chaunt  her  praises, 
Crowned  with  daisies, 
Wreathed  with  pine. 

And  narcissus 

Blossoming, 
From  Cephissus 

Duly  bring, 
At  her  altar 
Praise,  exalt  her, 
Never  falter, 

Ever  sing. 
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EUTHANASIA. 

When  age  comes  by  and  lays  his  frosty  hands 
So  lightly  on  mine  eyes,  that,  scarce  aware 
Of  what  an  endless  weight  of  gloom  they  bear, 

I  pause,  unstirred,  and  wait  for  his  commands  ; 

When  time  has  bound  these  limbs  of  mine  with  bands, 
And  hushed  mine  ears,  and  silvered  all  my  hair, 
May  sorrow  come  not,  nor  a  vain  despair 

Trouble  my  soul  that  meekly  girded  stands. 

As  silent  rivers  into  silent  lakes, 

Through  hush  of  reeds  that  not  a  murmur  breaks, 

Wind,  mindful  of  the  poppies  whence  they  came, 
So  may  my  life,  and  calmly  burn  away, 
As  ceases  in  a  lamp  at  break  of  day 

The  fragrant  remnant  of  memorial  flame. 


GREECE  AND  EXGLAXD. 

Would  this  sunshine  be  completer, 
Or  these  violets  smell  sweeter, 
Or  the  birds  sing  more  in  metre, 
If  it  all  were  years  ago, 
When  the  melted  mountain-snow 
Heard  in  Enna  all  the  woe 
Of  the  poor  forlorn  Demeter  ? 

Would  a  stronger  life  pulse  o'er  us 
If  a  panther-chariot  bore  us, 
If  we  saw,  enthroned  before  us, 
Ride  the  leopard-footed  god, 
With  a  fir-cone  tip  the  rod, 
Whirl  the  thyrsus  round,  and  nod 
To  a  drunken  Mamad-chorus  ? 

H 
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Bloomed  there  richer,  redder  roses 
Where  the  Lesbian  earth  encloses 
All  of  Sappho  ?  where  reposes 

Meleager,  laid  to  sleep 

By  the  olive-girdled  deep  ; 

Where  the  Syrian  maidens  weep, 
Bringing  serpolet  in  posies  ? 

Ah  !  it  may  be  !  Greece  had  leisure 
For  a  world  of  faded  pleasure  ; 
We  must  tread  a  tamer  measure, 

To  a  milder  homelier  lyre  ; 

We  must  tend  a  paler  fire, 

Lay  less  perfume  on  the  pyre, 
Be  content  with  poorer  treasure  ! 

Were  the  brown-limbed  lovers  bolder  ? 

Venus  younger,  Cupid  older  ? 

Down  the  wood-nymph's  warm  white  shoulder 
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Trailed  a  purpler,  madder  vine  ? 
Were  the  poets  more  divine  ? 
Brew  we  no  such  golden  wine 
Here,  where  summer  suns  are  colder  ? 

Yet  for  us  too  life  has  flowers, 

Time  a  glass  of  joyous  hours, 

Interchange  of  sun  and  showers, 
And  a  wealth  of  leafy  glades, 
Meant  for  loving  men  and  maids, 
Full  of  warm  green  lights  and  shades, 

Trellis-work  of  wild-wood  bowers. 

So  while  English  suns  are  keeping 
Count  of  sowing-time  and  reaping, 
We've  no  need  to  waste  our  weeping, 

Though  the  glad  Greeks  lounged  at  ease 

Underneath  their  olive-trees, 

And  the  Sophoclean  bees 
Swarmed  on  lips  of  poets  sleeping  ! 


THE  FIRST  SNOW. 

The  first  sharp  snow  is  shrilling  through  the  trees, 
Muffling  all  other  sounds,  as  though  it  were 
The  cold  hand  of  a  god  pressed  unaware 

Across  the  strings  of  all  earth's  harmonies, 

Or  as  a  sorrow  with  its  silences 

Drowns  a  heart's  music  in  one  chord  of  care, 
Filling  with  dumbness  of  unechoing  air 

What  rang  with  rapture  of  a  soul  at  ease. 

Yet  fair  the  widowed  world  that  sits  in  white, 
And  sweet  to  ears  attuned  that  whistling  sound 

Of  falling  frost,  so  pure,  so  keen,  so  light ! 
Sometimes,  aweary  of  gay  bird  and  leaf, 
This  also  good  the  satiate  heart  hath  found, — 
To  hear  the  sharp  still  monotone  of  grief. 
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THE  SUICIDE. 

Cold  glassy  pool  in  whose  dark  fount 
The  sad  shy  Oreads  bathed  by  night 
Their  marble  limbs  and  white, 
Why  stir  the  elms  that  round  thee  mount, 
Quivering  in  strange  affright  ? 

Ah,  woe  !  for  hither  Nicias  came, 

And  underneath  the  cool  sweet  boughs 
Forgetful  of  his  vows, 

Soul-stricken  by  love's  fatal  flame 
That  marked  his  ashen  brows, 
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He  whispered,  '  Rhodion  !  Rhodion  ! '  twice, 
And  bent  above  thy  shivering  wave, 
That  no  faint  echo  gave  ; 

One  piercing  blow  could  well  suffice, 
And  then,  no  god  could  save. 


His  blood  dripped  slowly  down  to  thee, 
And  as  it  touched  thy  virgin  face, 
And  soiled  its  crystal  grace, 

The  moving  elm-trees  moaned  to  see 
Their  holy  fount's  disgrace. 


And  now  no  more  from  dusk  to  dawn 
The  Oreads  bathe  their  slender  feet 
Through  nights  of  dog-star  heat, 

Nor  press  thy  banks  of  shelving  lawn 
With  shapely  limbs  and  fleet ; 


THE  SUICIDE. 

Nor  shall,  till  she  who  wrought  his  woe, 
And  with  the  shafts  of  her  disdain 

Pursued  his  fading  brain, 
Come  here  in  grief,  and,  bending  low, 

Purge  thee  with  tears  again. 
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THE  BURDEN  OF  DELIGHT. 

Remember  how  the  winter  through, 

While  all  the  ways  were  choked  with  mire, 
Half-maddened  with  the  rain,  we  two 
Have  nestled  closer  round  the  fire ; 
And  talked  of  all  that  should  be  done 
When  April  brought  us  back  the  sun, 
What  gardens  white  with  butterflies, 

What  soft  green  nooks  of  budded  heather, 
What  moorlands  open  to  the  skies 
We  two  would  scour  together  ! 
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And  now  the  month  comes  round  again  ! 

Cool  interchange  of  genial  hours, 
Soft  gleams  of  sunlight,  streams  of  rain, 

Have  starred  the  meadow-lands  with  flowers, 
And  in  the  orchards  on  the  hills 
The  grass  is  gold  with  daffodils, 
And  we  have  wandered  hand  in  hand, 

AVhere  sea  below  and  sky  above 
Seem  narrowing  to  a  strip  of  land 
The  pathway  that  we  love. 


Our  path  looks  out  on  the  wide  sea 
And  knows  not  of  the  land  ;  we  sit 

For  hours  in  silent  reverie 

To  watch  the  sea  and  pulse  with  it  : 

Its  deep  monotonous  refrain 

Brings  melancholy,  almost  pain  ; 
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We  scarcely  wish  to  speak  or  move, 
But  just  to  feel  each  other  there, 
And  sense  of  presence  is  like  love, 
And  silence  more  than  prayer. 

•  Sharp  round  the  steep  hill's  utmost  line 
It  winds,  and,  just  below,  the  grass 

Sinks  with  tumultuous  incline 

To  where  the  rock-pools  shine  like  glass  ; 

The  tufts  of  thrift  can  drink  their  fill 

Of  sea-wind  on  this  rugged  hill, 

And  all  the  herbage,  tossed  and  blown, 

Is  stained  with  salt  and  crushed  with  wind, 

Save  where,  behind  some  boulder  stone, 
A  harbour  flowers  may  find. 

The  bright  sea  sparkles,  sunbeam-kissed, 
And  o'er  its  face  such  breezes  float 
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As  lightly  turn  to  amethyst 

The  pearl-gray  of  a  ring-dove's  throat ; 
Thus  stirred  and  ruffled,  shines  anew 
The  radiant  plain  of  changing  hue, 
So  gentle  that  the  eye  divines 

No  reason  why  the  foam  should  fall 
So  loudly,  in  such  serried  lines, 
Against  the  dark  rock-wall. 

The  wind  is  low  now  ;  even  here 
Where  all  the  breezes  congregate, 

The  softest  warbler  need  not  fear 
To  linger  with  its  downy  mate  ; 

And  here  where  you  have  longed  to  be, 

So  many  weeks  and  months,  with  me, 

Sit  silently  or  softly  speak 

Or  sing  some  air  of  pensive  mood, 

Not  loud  enough  to  mar  or  break 
This  delicate  solitude. 
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Are  we  not  happy  ?     Sunlit  air, 

Soft  colour,  floods  of  dewy  light, 
A  flowery  perfume  everywhere, 

Pour  out  their  wealth  for  our  delight  ; 
Through  dreary  hours  of  snow  and  sleet, 
The  hope  of  these  winged  winter's  feet, 
We  have  them  now  ;  the  very  breath 

Of  nature  seems  an  altar-fire 
That  wakes  the  bright  world's  heart  from  death 
To  satiate  our  desire. 

Sing  to  me,  therefore,  sing  or  speak  ! 

Wake  my  dull  heart  to  happiness,      1/ 
Perchance  my  pulses  are  too  weak 

To  stir  with  all  this  sweet  excess  ; 
Perhaps  the  sudden  spring  has  come 
Too  soon,  and  found  my  spirit  dumb  ; 
Howe'er  it  be,  my  heart  is  cold, 

No  echo  stirs  within  my  brain, 
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To  me,  too  suddenly  grown  old, 
This  beauty  speaks  in  vain. 

Why  are  you  silent  ?     Lo  !  to-day 

It  is  not  as  it  once  hath  been  ; 
I  cannot  sit  the  old  sweet  way, 

Absorbed,  contented  and  serene  ; 
I  cannot  feel  my  heart  rejoice, 
I  crave  the  comfort  of  your  voice  ; 
Speak  !  speak,  remind  me  of  the  past, 

Let  my  spent  embers  at  your  fire 
Revive  and  kindle,  till  at  last 
Delight  surpass  desire. 

Still  are  you  silent,  only  press 

My  hand,  and  turn  your  face  away  ? 

You  wince,  too,  from  the  fierce  caress 
That  April  flings  on  us  to-day  ? 
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O  human  heart,  too  weak  to  bear 
The  whole  fulfilment  of  a  prayer  ! 
This  sudden  summer  strikes  us  dumb, 

The  wild  hope  realised  but  scares, 
The  substances  of  dreams  become 
A  burden  unawares. 


How  can  we  sit  here  and  not  thrill 
With  but  the  pleasure  of  past  time  ? 

This  pathway  winding  round  the  hill 
Should  stir  us  like  enchanted  rhyme  ! 

Nay  !  for  the  dull  and  sluggish  brain 

Is  spurred  to  action  all  in  vain  ! 

And  when  the  spirit  cannot  rise 
Through  natural  feeling  into  light, 

No  perfumed  air,  no  splendid  skies 
Can  lend  it  wings  for  flight. 
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Come  then  and  leave  the  glittering  sea 
To  sparkle  in  the  laughing  air, 

Another  day  its  face  will  be 
No  less  refulgent,  no  less  fair, 

And  we  by  custom  be  made  strong 

To  bear  what  we  desired  so  long  ; 

To-day  the  slackening  nerves  demand 
A  milder  light,  a  sadder  air, 

Some  corner  of  forgotten  land 
Still  winter-like  and  bare. 


Come,  leave  our  foot-path  for  to-day, 
And,  turning  inland,  seek  the  woods 

Where  last  year's  sombre  leaves  decay 
In  brown  sonorous  solitudes  ; 

The  murmurous  voice  of  those  dark  trees 

Shall  teach  us  more  than  sun  or  seas, 


THE  BURDEN  OF  DELIGHT. 

And  in  that  twilight  we  may  find 

Some  golden  flower  of  strange  perfume, 
A  blossom  hidden  from  the  wind, 
A  flame  within  the  tomb. 
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FEBRUARY  IN  ROME. 

When  Roman  fields  are  red  with  cyclamen, 
And  in  the  palace-gardens  you  may  find, 
Under  great  leaves  and  sheltering  briony-bind, 

Clusters  of  cream-white  violets,  O  then 

The  ruined  city  of  immortal  men 

Must  smile,  a  little  to  her  fate  resigned  ; 

And  through  her  corridors  the  slow  warm  wind 

Gush  harmonies  beyond  a  mortal  ken. 

Such  soft  favonian  airs  upon  a  flute, 
Such  shadowy  censers  burning  live  perfume, 
Shall  lead  the  mystic  city  to  her  tomb  ; 

Nor  flowerless  springs,  nor  autumns  without  fruit, 

Nor  summer-mornings  when  the  winds  are  mute, 
Trouble  her  soul  till  Rome  be  no  more  Rome. 
i 
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THE    GOLDEN  ISLES. 

Sad  would  the  salt  waves  be, 

And  cold  the  singing  sea, 
And  dark  the  gulfs  that  echo  to  the  seven-stringed  lyre, 

If  things  were  what  they  seem, 

If  life  had  no  fair  dream, 
No  mirage  made  to  tip  the  dull  sea-line  with  fire. 

Then  Sleep  would  have  no  light, 

And  Death  no  voice  or  sight, 
Their  sister  Sorrow,  too,  would  be  as  blind  as  they, 

And  in  this  world  of  doubt 

Our  souls  would  roam  about, 
And  find  no  song  to  sing  and  no  word  good  to  say. 
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Or  else,  in  cloud  and  gloom 

The  soul  would  read  her  doom, 
And  sing  a  rune  obscure  above  a  murky  sea, 

Dark  phrases  that  would  wrong 

The  crystal  fount  of  song, 
For  limpid  as  a  pearl  the  poet's  thought  should  be. 

Not  in  the  storm  and  rain, 

Not  pale  with  grief  and  pain, 
But  red  with  sunlit  pulse  and  breathing  health  and  hope, 

The  bard  in  garments  gay 

Should  tread  the  sacred  way 
That  leads  him  towards  his  god  high  up  the  laurelled  slope. 

But  on  the  shores  of  time, 

Hearkening  the  breakers'  chime 
Falling  by  night  and  day  along  our  human  sand, 

The  poet  sits  and  sees, 

Borne  on  the  morning  breeze, 
The  phantom  islands  float  a  furlong  from  the  land. 
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The  reverend  forms  they  bear 

Of  islands  famed  and  fair, 
On  whose  keen  rocks,  of  old,  heroic  fleets  have  struck, 

Whose  marble  dells  have  seen 

In  garments  pale  and  green 
The  nymphs  and  gods  go  by  to  bring  the  shepherds  luck. 

White  are  their  crags,  and  blue 

Ravines  divide  them  through, 
And  like  a  violet  shell  their  cliffs  recede  from  shore  ; 

Between  their  fretted  capes 

Fresh  isles  in  lovely  shapes 
Die  on  the  horizon  pale,  and  lapse  in  liquid  light. 

Past  that  dim  straitened  shore, 

The  Argive  mother  bore 
The  boy  she  brought  to  Zeus,  pledge  of  the  golden  fee  ; 

Here  Delos,  like  a  gem, 

Still  feels  Latona's  hem, 
A  lordlier  Naxos  crowns  a  purpler  arc  of  sea. 
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There  mines  of  Parian  lie 

Hid  from  the  sun's  clear  eye, 
And  waiting  still  the  lamp,  the  hammer,  and  the  axe 

And  he  who,  pensive,  sees 

These  nobler  Cyclades 
Forgets  the  ills  of  life,  and  nothing  mortal  lacks. 

But  many  an  one,  in  vain, 

Puts  out  across  the  main, 
And  thinks  to  leap  on  land  and  tread  that  magic  shore  ; 

He  comes,  for  all  his  toil, 

No  nearer  to  their  soil, 
The  isles  are  floating  on,  a  furlong  still  before. 

So  he  contends,  until 

The  storm  wind,  harsh  and  chill,  [flame, 

Beats  on  his  sail,  and  blots  the  heaven  with  cloud  and 

And  well  indeed  he  fares, 

After  a  world  of  cares, 
Returning,  if  he  reach  the  harbour  whence  he  came. 
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The  poet  sits  and  smiles, 

He  knows  the  golden  isles, 
He  never  hopes  to  win  their  cliffs,  their  marble  mines, 

Reefs  where  their  green  sea  raves, 

The  coldness  of  their  caves, 
Their  felspars  full  of  light,  their  rosy  corallines.  . 

All  these  he  oft  has  sought, 

Led  by  his  travelling  thought, 
Their  glorious  distance  hides  no  inward  charm  from  him  • 

He  would  not  have  their  day 

To  common  light  decay, 
He  loves  their  mystery  best,  and  bids  their  shapes  be  dim. 

They  solace  all  his  pains, 

They  animate  his  strains, 
Within  their  radiant  glow  he  soon  forgets  the  world  ; 

They  bathe  his  torrid  noons 

In  the  soft  light  of  moons, 
They  leave  his  lingering  evenings  tenderly  empearled. 


THE   GOLDEN  ISLES.  119 

As  one  who  walks  all  day 

Along  a  dusty  way, 
May  turn  aside  to  plunge  in  some  sequestered  pool, 

And  so  may  straight  forget 

His  weariness  and  fret, 
So  seeks  the  poet's  heart  those  islands  blue  and  cool. 

Content  to  know  them  there, 

Hung  in  the  shining  air, 
He  trims  no  foolish  sail  to  win  the  hopeless  coast, 

His  vision  is  enough 

To  feed  his  soul  with  love, 
And  he  who  grasps  too  much  may  even  himself  be  lost. 

He  knows  that,  if  he  waits, 

One  day  the  well-worn  gates 
Of  life  will  ope  and  send  him  westward  o'er  the  wave  ; 

Then  will  he  reach  ere  night 

The  isles  of  his  delight, 
But  they  must  float  until  they  anchor  in  the  grave. 


120 


LEAVE-TAKING. 

Make  haste  to  go  lest  I  should  bid  thee  stay, 
Yet  leave  thy  lingering  hand  in  mine,  and  turn 

Those  dark  pathetic  eyes  of  thine  away, 
Lest  when  I  see  the  passion  in  them  burn, 

My  heart  may  faint,  and  through  the  broken  door 

Love  enter  to  pass  out  again  no  more. 

Yet  tremble  not,  sweet  veined  hand  and  soft, 
And  press  not  mine  with  such  a  cold  farewell, 

Lest  I  remember,  now  too  late,  how  oft 

My  heart  has  moved  thee  with  its  ebb  and  swell, 

Lest  I  should  take  those  fingers  frail  and  white, 

And  kiss  them  warm  in  mine  own  will's  despite. 


LEAVE-TAKING.  12 

Farewell !  farewell !  ah  !  had  we  only  known 
How  hard  it  is  to  rend  one  life  in  twain, 

We  might  have  wandered  through  the  world  alone, 
And  never  felt  so  sharp  a  thrill  of  pain  ; 

Go  hence  in  silence,  or  thy  last  reply 

Will  haunt  my  weary  memory  till  I  die. 


SONG. 

There's  a  sleek  thrush  sits  in  the  apple-tree 
When  it  blooms  all  over  with  rosy  snow, 

And  hark  !  how  he  opens  his  heart  to  me, 
Till  its  inmost  hopes  and  desires  I  know  ! 

Blow,  wind,  blow, 
For  the  thrush  will  fly  when  the  bloom  must  go. 

O  a  friend  I  had,  and  I  loved  him  well, 
And  his  heart  was  open  and  sang  to  mine, 

And  it  pains  me  more  than  I  choose  to  tell, 
That  he  cares  no  more  if  I  laugh  or  pine. 

Friend  of  mine, 
Can  the  music  fade  out  of  love  like  thine  ! 


WORSHIP. 

You  are  like  an  apple-shoot 

In  the  orchard-closes, 
And  I  a  flower,  whose  tender  root 
On  your  root  reposes  ; 

The  cold  white  winter  through 
We  waited,  I  and  you, 
Till  sunlit  winds  shot  through 
The  thickets  of  dead  roses. 

'  Is  this  barren  bough  alive  ? ' — 
Said  they  ;— but  we  waited. 

'  Can  this  shrivelled  stem  revive  ?  — 
Spring  is  scarce  belated  ! 
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Your  buds  break  out  apace, 
And  all  this  quiet  place 
Shines  with  the  soft  green  grace 
Of  warm  leaves  renovated. 


I,  the  poorest,  was  the  first  ! 
How  doth  love  embolden  ! 
From  my  sheaf  of  leaves  outburst 
Three  cups,  green  and  golden ; 
One  day  at  dawn  they  came 
Shot  out  like  sudden  flame  ; 
They  whisper  now  your  name, 
And  tremble,  unbeholden. 

Will  they  not  stand  shamed  and  dumb 
When  you  burst  in  flower  ! 

March  is  going,  April  come 
Rich  in  sun  and  shower  ; 
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I  am  a  daffodil ; 
Sweet,  let  your  heart  be  still, 
I  wait  for  you  until 
You  reach  your  blossoming  hour. 
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WINTER-  GREEN. 

To-day  the  winter  woods  are  wet, 

And  chill  with  airs  that  miss  the  sun  ; 
The  autumn  of  the  year  is  done, 

Its  leaves  all  fallen,  its  flower-stars  set, 
Its  frosty  hours  begun. 


Should  last  year's  gold  narcissus  yearn 
For  next  year's  roses,  oh  !  how  vain  ! 
No  brief  dead  flowers  arise  again, 

But  each  sweet  little  life  in  turn 

Must  shoot  and  bloom  and  wane. 
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Sweet,  had  the  years  that  slip  so  fast 

Brought  you  too  soon,  or  me  too  late, 
How  had  we  gnashed  our  teeth  at  fate, 

And  wandered  down  to  death  at  last, 
Forlorn,  disconsolate  ! 


Surely  before  the  stars  were  sure, 

Before  the  moon  was  set  in  heaven, 
Your  unborn  soul  to  mine  was  given, 

Your  clear  white  spirit,  rare  and  pure, 

For  me  was  formed  and  shriven. 


Ah  !  surely  no  time  ever  was 

When  we  were  not ;  and  our  soul's  light 
Made  those  cold  spaces  infinite 

That  lie  between  the  years  like  glass, 
Seen  only  in  God's  sight ! 
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Howe'er  it  be,  my  one  desire, 

If  chance  has  brought  us  face  to  face, 
Or  if  the  scheme  of  things  found  place 

To  store  our  twin  hearts'  light  and  fire 
In  strange  foreseeing  grace, — 

Howe'er  it  be,  for  us  at  least, 

The  woodland-pathways  are  not  dark, 
New  lights  are  on  the  boughs  and  bark, 

And  in  the  sunless  rainshot  east, 

We  hear  a  mounting  lark  ! 
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THE   TOMB   OF  SOPHOCLES. 

A  bounding  satyr,  golden  in  the  beard, 
That  leaps  with  goat-feet  high  into  the  air, 
And  crushes  from  the  thyme  an  odour  rare, 

Keeps  watch  around  the  marble  tomb  revered 

Of  Sophocles,  the  poet  loved  and  feared, 

Whose  mighty  voice  once  called  out  of  her  lair 
The  Dorian  muse  severe,  with  braided  hair, 

Who  loved  the  thyrsus  and  wild  dances  weird. 

Here  all  day  long  the  pious  bees  can  pour 
Libations  of  their  honey  ;  round  this  tomb 
The  Dionysiac  ivy  loves  to  roam  : 

The  satyr  laughs  ;  but  He  awakes  no  more, 

Wrapped  up  in  silence  at  the  grave's  cold  core, 
Nor  sees  the  sun  wheel  round  in  the  white  dome. 

K 
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THE  PALINODE. 

As  Lucius  through  his  asses  eyes 

Stared  downward  from  the  shameful  stage, 
And  heard  the  ribald  laughter  rise, 

And  yearned  out  towards  his  heritage 
Of  manly  thought  and  manly  guise, 
And,  rending  in  blind  brutish  rage 

The  garland-bands  that  bound  his  head, 

Champed,  all  unthinking,  the  rich  rose, 
And  straightway  knew  the  beast  was  dead, 
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And  the  man  living,  while  the  throes 
Of  life  returned,  and  the  past  fled 
And  left  him  naked  ;  so  now  glows 

New  power  and  passion  through  my  veins. 

I  have  walked  too  long  in  mist  and  mire  ; 
I  know  by  heart  the  pastoral  plains, 

The  call  has  reached  me  to  go  higher, 

A  riper  air  my  soul  sustains, 
And  I  can  breathe  through  frost  and  fire. 

A  beetle  was  my  rose.     I  lay, 

My  window  open  to  the  night, 
And  listened  to  the  swing  and  sway 

Of  branches  balanced  in  the  light 

And  aimless  breezes.     Wafts  of  hay 
Came,  faint  with  odour  exquisite  ; 
k  2 
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The  nightingale  had  sung  so  loud, 

Her  song  had  wakened  a  wild  roe, 
Deep  in  the  fern  as  in  a  cloud  ; 

I  heard  him  trotting  far  below, 

And  now  inaudible.     A  crowd 
Of  nightingales  were  fluting  low 

In  answer  to  their  mate,  and  all 

Passed  deeper  into  the  dim  wood  ; 
I  scarcely  heard  their  call  on  call, 

And  felt  alone  with  solitude  : 

Then  came  a  whirr,  a  hush,  a  fall ! 
Some  small  intruder,  bluff  and  rude, 

Had  sat  him  on  my  chamber  floor  ; 

I  sought  and  found  him,  with  his  wings 
Half  open  ;  never  rode  before 
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A  warrior  bent  on  starry  things 

So  dainty  in  the  mail  he  wore, 
So  rich  in  gorgeous  blazonings  ; 

The  chrysoprase  with  blow  on  blow 

Had  on  some  magic  anvil  lain 
To  fit  his  sturdy  shoulders  so, 

The  beryl  that  will  bear  no  stain 

Shone  on  his  breastplate,  and  below 
His  buckler  flashed  with  golden  grain. 

I  took  this  knight  of  fair  romaunt 
Within  the  hollow  of  my  hand  ; 
He  had  forgotten  aim  and  vaunt. 

Dead  as  a  waif  on  some  bare  strand, 
He  lay,  unheeding  scoff  and  taunt, 
And  could  or  would  not  understand 
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That  he  was  free  as  air  to  fly 

And  reach  the  stars,  if  such  his  will ; 
'  Ah  !  foolish  man-at-arms,'  said  I, 

'  So  soon  hast  thou,  too,  drunk  thy  fill 
Of  high  ambition,  fain  to  lie, 
A  beetle  then,  a  beetle  still, 

'  When  just  five  minutes  gone  thou  wast 
No  beetle,  but  a  spirit  keen, 
Borne  up  on  aspirations  vast 

'  As  men's  or  angels',  scarcely  seen 

In  splendid  soaring  ;  all  is  past, 

And  thou  art  impotent  and  mean  ! 

'  Poor  insect  !  yet  not  half  so  frail, 
Nor  so  disaster-struck  by  far, 
As  men  who  set  themselves  to  scale 
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1  The  heavens,  and  leap  from  star  to  star, 

And,  ere  they  seek  to  conquer,  fail, 
And  learn  at  once  what  worms  they  are  ! ' 

Thus  I, — and  would  have  soon  cast  out 

The  stricken  beetle  ;  but  he  stirred, 
And  waved  his  gleaming  horns  about, 

And  saw  the  moon,  and  rose,  and  whirred 

His  gauzy  wings  in  gorgeous  flight, 
Aud  upwards  faded,  like  a  bird, 

Far  out  into  the  night.     I  stared, 

And,  at  the  wonder  of  the  thing, 
My  spirit  suddenly  stood  bared, 

Of  all  the  petty  swathes  that  cling 

About  the  coward  soul.     It  fared 
With  me  as  with  that  fabled  kins; 
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Who  woke  to  find  the  robes  he  wore 

Mere  nakedness.     The  beetle,  numb, 
Thrown  helmless  on  an  alien  shore, 

Afflicted,  beaten,  puzzled,  dumb, 

Balked  in  the  blind  desire  to  soar, 
And  whelmed  with  sorrows  in  a  sum, 

Could  gather  up  his  shattered  skill, 

And  by  an  instinct  most  divine, 
Steer  for  the  stars  again,  and  fill 

His  soul  with  music,  while  I  pine 

And  mourn  in  discords  weak  and  shrill 
The  failure  of  these  hopes  of  mine. 

A  healthier  courage  aid  me  now 

To  cast  this  body  of  fears  aside ; 
To  stand  with  stedfast  eye  and  brow 
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Under  the  fleckless  heaven,  decide 

At  once,  not  heeding  when  or  how, 
My  spirit  among  the  stars  to  guide  ! 

It  shall  be  so  !     Even  now  I  feel 

The  sordid  cares  that  mar  our  day, 
Pale  wounds  that  leechcraft  cannot  heal 
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Are  staunched  and  vanish  ;  the  vain  fray 

Of  earthly  aims  no  more  can  steal 
My  resolute  desire  away  ; 

The  brief  success  of  smiling  fools, 

The  grace  and  fame  of  blander  knaves, 
Distress  me  not.     They  are  the  tools 


Of  some  strange  Delphic  fate  that  craves, 

While  human  life  it  overrules, 
The  suffrage  of  poltroons  and  slaves. 
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The  future  is  not  left  to  these, 

But  when  this  giddy  age  is  o'er, 
And  we  look  back  from  over-seas 

Towards  that  forsaken  fading  shore 
We  call  the  Past,  by  slow  degrees 
High  lights  and  peaks  not  seen  before 

Will  rise  into  the  liberal  air, 

And  all  that  once  was  true  arid  wise 
And  mocked-at,  and  all  spirits  that  were 

Content  with  unabated  eyes 

To  seek  the  best  with  little  care 
For  present  fame,  will  take  the  guise 

That  immortality  puts  on. 

Be  this  my  goal  !  and  let  me  seek 
The  light  that  on  my  cradle  shone  ; 
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The  least  of  us  is  not  too  weak 

To  leave  the  world  with  something  done. 
Master,  I  follow  !  Master,  speak  ! 
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THE  ACONITE. 

An  evil  gift,  this  flower  of  aconite, 

Born  in  some  drear  tempestuous  night  of  March, 

When  the  shrill  winds  blow  from  the  East,  and  parch 
The  horror-stricken  earth  in  their  wild  flight ; 
In  some  dull  wood,  against  the  edge  of  light, 

Under  the  tassels  of  a  wintry   larch, 

It  rose,  and  gazing  on  the  purple  arch 
Of  moonless  heaven,  grew  lurid  at  the  sight. 
Lo  !  the  one  hateful  thing  that  from  her  lap 

Lets  fall  the  loose- haired  maiden,  laughing  Spring  ; 
Nay,  rather  let  us  deem  this  baleful  thing 

No  springtide  gift,  gushing  with  generous  sap, 

But  Winters  latest  insult,  by  good  hap 
The  last  the  foul  anatomy  can  fling. 
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TO  MY  DAUGHTER. 

Thou  hast  the  colours  of  the  Spring, 
The  gold  of  kingcups  triumphing, 

The  blue  of  wood-bells  wild  ; 
But  winter-thoughts  thy  spirit  fill, 
And  thou  art  wandering  from  us  still, 

Too  young  to  be  our  child. 

Yet  have  thy  fleeting  smiles  confessed, 
Thou  dear  and  much-desired  guest, 

That  home  is  near  at  last ; 
Long  lost  in  high  mysterious  lands, 
Close  by  our  door  thy  spirit  stands, 

Its  journey  well-nigh  past. 
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Oh  sweet  bewildered  soul,  I  watch 
The  fountains  of  thine  eyes,  to  catch 

New  fancies  bubbling  there, 
To  feel  our  common  light,  and  lose 
The  flush  of  strange  ethereal  hues 

Too  dim  for  us  to  share  ! 

Fade,  cold  immortal  lights,  and  make 
This  creature  human  for  my  sake, 

Since  I  am  nought  but  clay ; 
An  angel  is  too  fine  a  thing 
To  sit  beside  my  chair  and  sing, 

And  cheer  my  passing  day. 

I  smile,  who  could  not  smile,  unless 
The  air  of  rapt  unconsciousness 

Passed,  with  the  fading  hours  ; 
I  joy  in  every  childish  sign 
That  proves  the  stranger  less  divine 

And  much  more  meekly  ours. 
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I  smile,  as  one  by  night  who  sees, 
Through  mist  of  newly-budded  trees, 

The  clear  Orion  set, 
And  knows  that  soon  the  dawn  will  fly 
In  fire  across  the  riven  sky, 

And  gild  the  woodlands  wet. 
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ALCYONE. 


PHCEBUS. 

What  voice  is  this  that  wails  above  the  deep  ? 

ALCYONE. 

A  wife's,  that  mourns  her  fate  and  loveless  days. 

PHOZBUS. 

What  love  lies  buried  in  these  water-ways  ? 

ALCYONE. 

A  husband's,  hurried  to  eternal  sleep. 
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PHCEBUS. 

Cease,  O  beloved,  cease  to  wail  and  weep  1 

ALCYONE. 

Wherefore  ? 

PHCEBUS. 

The  waters  in  a  fiery  blaze 
Proclaim  the  godhead  of  my  healing  rays. 

ALCYONE. 

No  god  can  sow  where  fate  hath  stood  to  reap. 

PHCEBUS. 

Hold,  wringing  hands  !  cease,  piteous  tears,  to  fall ! 

ALCYONE. 

But  grief  must  rain  and  glut  the  passionate  sea. 

L 
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Thou  shalt  forget  this  ocean  and  thy  wrong, 
And  I  will  bless  the  dead,  though  past  recall. 

ALCYONE. 

What  canst  thou  give  to  me  or  him  in  me  ? 

PHCEBUS. 

A  name  in  story  and  a  light  in  song. 
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THE  HOUSELEEK. 

Green  houseleek,  whose  fair  lady-love 
Is  my  white  dove, 

Peer  down  from  our  slant  tiled  roof  and  see 
If  in  my  garden  any  flower  or  tree 
Grows  but  for  me  ! 


Else  will  I  scatter  yellow  peas, 

And  at  my  ease 

Will  woo  thy  soft  companion  to  my  feet, 

And  in  the  darkness  of  my  safe  retreat 

Feel  her  heart  beat ; 
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And  shut  her  in  a  golden  cage, 

And  mock  thy  rage, 

Till  thy  red  spikes  of  blossom  day  by  day 

Beneath  the  winds  and  autumn  suns  decay, 

And  fade  away. 


Round  houseleek,  squat  upon  the  tiles, 

For  miles  and  miles 

Thou  canst  gaze  far  and  wide  ;  look  down  for  me 

And  tell  me  what  thy  cunning  leaf  can  see, 

Harsh  though  it  be. 


The  roses  only  live  for  pride  ; 

The  lilies  died 

Because  the  rough  moth  troubled  their  pure  bells  ; 

Deep  down  within  the  columbine's  blue  cells 

Some  sadness  dwells. 
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The  jonquils  only  breathe  for  God  ; 

A  footstep  trod 

The  hopeful-hearted  pansy  down  to  death  ; 

The  honeysuckle  overlavisheth 

Her  rich  and  luscious  breath. 


Only  the  violet  I  trust  : 

Surely  she  must, 

Being  so  sweet,  so  modest  and  so  free, 

And  knowing  how  I  love  her  utterly, 

Be  true  to  me  ? 


O  tell  me,  houseleek,  thou  must  know, 
Say,  is  it  so? 

Then  may  thy  dove's  pink  feet  upon  the  eaves 
Perch  all  day  long  beside  thy  patient  leaves, 
\\"hile  her  throat  grieves. 
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THE  SUPPLIANT 

Beneath  the  poplars  o'er  the  sacred  pool 

The  halcyons  dart  like  rays  of  azure  light, — 
Fair  presage !  by  the  columns  white  and  cool, 
I'll  watch  till  fall  of  night. 

Perchance  the  goddess  at  the  twilight's  breath 

Will  come  with  silver  feet  and  braidless  hair, 
And  all  too  startled  to  decree  my  death, 
Will  hearken  to  my  prayer. 

So  when  at  moon-rise  by  the  farm  I  go, 

The  lovely  girl  who  near  the  fig-tree  stands  , 
May  turn  no  more  on  scornful  feet  and  slow, 
But  hold  out  both  her  hands. 


THE    WELL. 

Like  this  cold  and  mossy  fount 
Which  forgets  the  sun  at  noon, 

Sees  just  stars  enough  to  count, 
And  a  vision  of  the  moon, — 

Where  the  little  stems  and  leaves, 
Round  the  edges  of  the  well, 

Quiver,  while  the  water  grieves, 
At  the  tale  it  has  to  tell, — 

Where  your  bright  face,  peering  through 
Two  soft  clouds  of  falling  hair, 

Sees  a  dim  and  troubled  view 
Of  its  own  clear  beauty  there. — 
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Such  my  heart  is  ;  in  it  lies 
Your  dear  image  all  day  long, 

But  'tis  stirred  with  fears  and  sighs, 
And  its  dimness  does  you  wrong. 
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DIZAIN. 

Artist  in  verse,  to  whom  the  world  appears 
Most  real,  and  yet  the  mirrored  form  of  truth, 

From  whom  alone  the  wasteful  lapse  of  years 
Robs  nothing  of  earth's  beauty  or  her  youth, 
Be  grave,  but  joyous,  with  no  taint  of  ruth, 

For  thou  canst  make  an  April  shower  of  tears 

Immortal,  and  so  lull  the  aching  ears 

Of  grief,  that  she  shall  laugh  in  time  to  come, 

When  her  own  melancholy  voice  she  hears 
Grown  sweet  on  lips  that  never  can  be  dumb. 
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VILLAXELLES. 

I 

Wouldst  thou  not  be  content  to  die 

When  low-hung  fruit  is  hardly  clinging, 
And  golden  Autumn  passes  by  ? 

Beneath  this  delicate  rose-gray  sky, 

While  sunset  bells  are  faintly  ringing, 
Wouldst  thou  not  be  content  to  die  ? 

For  wintry  webs  of  mist  on  high 

Out  of  the  muffled  earth  are  springing, 
And  golden  Autumn  passes  by. 
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O  now  when  pleasures  fade  and  fly, 

And  Hope  her  southward  flight  is  winging, 
Wouldst  thou  not  be  content  to  die  ? 

Lest  Winter  come,  with  wailing  cry 

His  cruel  icy  bondage  bringing, 
When  golden  Autumn  hath  passed  by. 

And  thou,  with  many  a  tear  and  sigh, 

While  life  her  wasted  hands  is  wringing, 
Shalt  pray  in  vain  for  leave  to  die 
When  golden  Autumn  hath  passed  by. 


II. 

Little  mistress  mine,  good-bye  ! 

I  have  been  your  sparrow  true  ; 
Dig  my  grave,  for  I  must  die. 
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Waste  no  tear  and  heave  no  sigh  ; 

Life  should  still  be  blithe  for  you, 
Little  mistress  mine,  good-bye  ! 

In  your  garden  let  me  lie, 

Underneath  the  pointed  yew 
Dig  my  grave,  for  I  must  die. 

We  have  loved  the  quiet  sky 

With  its  tender  arch  of  blue  ; 
Little  mistress  mine,  good-bye  ! 

That  I  still  may  feel  you  nigh, 

In  your  virgin  bosom,  too, 
Dig  my  grave,  for  I  must  die. 

Let  our  garden-friends  that  fly 
Be  the  mourners,  fit  and  few. 
Little  mistress  mine,  good-bye  ! 
Dig  my  grave,  for  I  must  die. 
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SESTINA. 


'  Fra  tutti  il  primo  Arnaldo  Daniello 
Gran  maestro  d'  amor.' — Petrarch, 

In  fair  Provence,  the  land  of  lute  and  rose, 
Arnaut,  great  master  of  the  lore  of  love, 
First  wrought  sestines  to  win  his  lady's  heart, 
For  she  was  deaf  when  simpler  staves  he  sang, 
And  for  her  sake  he  broke  the  bonds  of  rhyme, 
And  in  this  subtler  measure  hid  his  woe. 

'  Harsh  be  my  lines,'  cried  Arnaut,  'harsh  the  woe 
My  lady,  that  enthorn'd  and  cruel  rose, 
Inflicts  on  him  that  made  her  live  in  rhyme  ! ' 
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But  through  the  metre  spake  the  voice  of  Love, 
And  like  a  wild-wood  nightingale  he  sang 
Who  thought  in  crabbed  lays  to  ease  his  heart. 

It  is  not  told  if  her  untoward  heart 

Was  melted  by  her  poet's  lyric  woe, 

Or  if  in  vain  so  amorously  he  sang  ; 

Perchance  through  cloud  of  dark  conceits  he  rose 

To  nobler  heights  of  philosophic  song, 

And  crowned  his  later  years  with  sterner  rhyme. 

This  thing  alone  we  know  :  the  triple  rhyme 
Of  him  who  bared  his  vast  and  passionate  heart 
To  all  the  crossing  flames  of  hate  and  love, 
Wears  in  the  midst  of  all  its  storm  of  woe, — 
As  some  loud  morn  of  March  may  bear  a  rose, — 
The  impress  of  a  song  that  Arnaut  sang. 

'  Smith  of  his  mother-tongue,'  the  Frenchman  sang 
Of  Lancelot  and  of  Galahad,  the  rhyme 
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That  beat  so  bloodlike  at  its  core  of  rose, 
It  stirred  the  sweet  Francesca's  gentle  heart 
To  take  that  kiss  that  brought  her  so  much  woe 
And  sealed  in  fire  her  martyrdom  of  love. 

And  Dante,  full  of  her  immortal  love, 

Stayed  his  drear  song,  and  softly,  fondly  sang 

As  though  his  voice  broke  with  that  weight  of  woe  ; 

And  to  this  day  we  think  of  Arnaut's  rhyme 

Whenever  pity  at  the  labouring  heart 

On  fair  Francesca's  memory  drops  the  rose. 

Ah  !  sovereign  Love,  forgive  this  weaker  rhyme  ! 
The  men  of  old  who  sang  were  great  at  heart, 
Yet  have  we  too  known  woe,  and  worn  thy  rose. 
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RONDEAU, 

Love  should  faint,  and  half  decline 
Below  the  fit  meridian  sign, 

And  shorn  of  all  his  golden  dress, 

His  royal  state  and  loveliness, 
Be  no  more  worth  a  heart  like  thine, 
Let  not  thy  nobler  passion  pine, 
But  with  a  charity  divine, 

Let  Memory  ply  her  soft  address 
If  Love  should  faint  ; 
And  oh  !  this  laggard  heart  of  mine, 
Like  some  halt  pilgrim  stirred  with  wine, 


RONDEAU. 
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Shall  ache  in  pity's  dear  distress, 
Until  the  balms  of  thy  caress 
To  work  the  finished  cure  combine, 
If  Love  should  faint. 


M 
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RONDEL. 

Underneath  this  tablet  rest, 
Grasshopper  by  autumn  slain, 
Since  thine  airy  summer  nest 
Shivers  under  storm  and  rain. 

Freely  let  it  be  confessed 
Death  and  slumber  bring  thee  gain  ; 
Spared  from  winter's  fret  and  pain, 
Underneath  this  tablet  rest. 

Myro  found  thee  on  the  plain, 
Bore  thee  in  her  lawny  breast, 


ROXDEL.  ,63 


Reared  this  marble  tomb  amain 
To  receive  so  small  a  guest ! 
Underneath  this  tablet  rest, 
Grasshopper  by  autumn  slain. 
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THE  BALLAD   OF  DEAD   CLTIES. 


Where  are  the  cities  of  the  plain  ? 

And  where  the  shrines  of  rapt  Bethel  ? 
And  Calah  built  of  Tubal-Cain  ? 

And  Shinar  whence  King  Amraphel 

Came  out  in  arms,  and  fought,  and  fell, 
Decoyed  into  the  pits  of  slime 

By  Siddim,  and  sent  sheer  to  hell  ; 
Where  are  the  cities  of  old  time  ? 
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Where  now  is  Karnak,  that  great  fane, 

With  granite  built,  a  miracle  ? 
And  Luxor  smooth  without  a  stain, 

Whose  graven  scripture  still  we  spell  ? 

The  jackal  and  the  owl  may  tell, 
Dark  snakes  around  their  ruins  climb, 

They  fade  like  echo  in  a  shell ; 
Where  are  the  cities  of  old  time  ? 

And  where  is  white  Shushan,  again, 
Where  Vashti's  beauty  bore  the  bell, 

And  all  the  Jewish  oil  and  grain 
Were  brought  to  Mithridath  to  sell, 
Where  Nehemiah  would  not  dwell. 

Because  another  town  sublime 
Decoyed  him  with  her  oracle  ? 

Where  are  the  cities  of  old  time  ? 
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ENVOI. 

Prince,  with  a  dolorous,  ceaseless  knell 
Above  their  wasted  toil  and  crime 

The  waters  of  oblivion  swell  : 
Where  are  the  cities  of  old  time  ? 
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MY    OWN    GRAVE. 

IMITATED  FROM  RONSARD. 

When  all  my  life  is  done 
Beneath  the  pleasant  sun, 
When  cold  are  breath  and  limb, 
And  eyes  grown  dim, 

Before  the  whole  live  air 
Grows  dead  to  me,  prepare 
A  cover  for  my  face, 

A  resting-place. 

Yet  raise  no  splendid  tomb, 
Nor  o'er  my  dust  find  room 
For  blazoned  words,  but  let 
The  world  forget. 
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In  some  sequestered  spot, 
Apart,  concealed,  remote, 
Blown  round  by  multitudes 
Of  breezy  woods, 

Broad  skies  above  my  head, 
Green  turf  my  body's  bed, 
And,  flowing  by  my  side, 
A  river  wide. 

There  let  me  too  forget 
All  sorrow,  pain  and  fret, 
Made  one  with  flowers  and  trees. 
And  blithe  like  these. 

Green  spring,  and  sunlight  shed 
On  summer's  golden  head, 
Rich  autumn  warm  with  light, 
And  winter  white, 
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Will  bring,  with  various  cheer, 
The  sweet  revolving  year, 
And  I  shall  rest  below 

And  scarcely  know. 

Yet  haply,  when  there  shoots 
March  life  in  crabbed  roots, 
My  heart  shall  wake  to  feel 
It  upward  steal. 

The  new-fledged  birds  shall  bring 
Me  solace  when  they  sing, 
And  stir  the  boughs  that  meet 
Above  my  feet. 

And  when  the  bees  in  tune 
Hum  dreamily  of  June, 
While  over  heaven  on  high 
Soft  clouds  float  by, 
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The  long  sweet  grass  will  fade, 
And  in  brown  swathes  be  laid 
By  many  a  whistling  scythe 
Of  mowers  blithe ; 

The  men  will  whistle  too 
Till  twilight  brings  the  dew, 
Then  leave  the  fallen  grass 
And  homeward  pass. 

Their  singing,  low  and  sweet, 
Vibration  of  their  feet, 
The  sense  of  youth  again, 
Will  sooth  my  brain. 

With  face  and  limbs  and  hair 
Dark  on  the  misty  air, 
They'll  pass  my  dreaming  eyes, 
When  daylight  dies 
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And  e'er  September's  wind 
The  elm-tree  shade  has  thinned, 
When  rushes  droop,  and  reeds 
Shake  out  their  seeds, 

When  autumn  sunsets  make 
A  glory  through  the  brake, 
And  down  the  woodland  glades 
The  amber  fades, 

Some  maiden-heart  on  fire, 
Shamed  with  her  new  desire, 
Just  waked  to  passionate  will, 
And  trembling  still, 

Will  come  to  hide  her  face 
With  all  its  girlish  grace, 
Where  shining  waters  lave 
My  greenwood  grave. 
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Her  wealth  of  shining  tress 
And  glowing  cheek  will  bless 
The  cool  fresh  blades  that  start 
Out  of  my  heart. 

There  silent,  hushed,  alone, 
No  face  to  shame  her  own, 
She'll  give  her  quivering  breast 
One  hour  of  rest. 

And  I,  perchance,  who  know 
So  well  the  weal  and  woe 
Of  love,  and  oft  before 

Have  taught  its  lore, 

Through  stress  of  love  may  gain 
Some  skill  to  quell  her  pain, 
And  send  through  blade  and  flower 
Some  magic  power. 
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Howe'er  it  be,  I  know 
That  lying  there  below, 
My  quiet  dust  will  stir 
With  joy  in  her  ; 

That  all  her  youth  will  be 
Like  noonday  rain  to  me, 
Her  beauty  like  the  sun 

When  rain  is  done. 

Then  let  them  shed  no  tear 
"Who  hold  my  memory  dear, 
But  pass  and  leave  me  there, 
In  woodland  air. 

/ 
Hemmed  round  by  birds  and  bees, 

To  haunt  the  murmuring  trees, 

When  all  this  life  is  done 

Beneath  the  sun. 
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A    YEAR. 

When  the  hot  wasp  hung  in  the  grape  last  year, 
And  tendrils  withered  and  leaves  grew  sere, 
There  was  little  to  hope  and  nothing  to  fear, 
And  the  smouldering  autumn  sank  apace, 
And  my  heart  was  hollow  and  cold  and  drear. 


When  the  last  grey  moth  that  November  brings 
Had  folded  its  sallow  and  sombre  wings, 
Like  the  tuneless  voice  of  a  child  that  sings, 

A  music  arose  in  that  desolate  place, 
A  broken  music  of  hopeless  things. 
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But  time  went  by,  with  the  month  of  snows, 
And  the  pulse  and  tide  of  that  music  rose  ; 
As  a  pain  that  fades  is  a  pleasure  that  grows, 

So  hope  sprang  up  with  a  heart  of  grace, 
And  love  as  a  crocus-bud  that  blows. 

And  now  I  know  when  next  autumn  has  dried 
The  sweet  hot  juice  to  the  grape-skin's  side, 
And  the  new  wasps  dart  where  the  old  ones  died, 

My  heart  will  have  rest  in  one  luminous  face, 
And  its  longing  and  yearning  be  satisfied. 


176 


BE  ACHY  HEAD. 

A  crowd  of  butterflies  that  float 

And  flap  and  wheel  in  glancing  light  ; 
And  far  away,  but  clear  in  sight 

The  passage  of  a  white-winged  boat ; 


Great  daisy-suns  that  learn  by  rote 
The  measure  of  their  master's  flight, 
And  fold  their  disks  away  at  night, 

To  hoard  their  borrowed  gold,  and  gloat. 
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White  hands  that  smell  of  torn  wild  thyme, 

Dear  hands  that  lightly  lingering  press, 
What  sea-cliff  sounds  made  up  your  chime, 

What  flashing  lights  your  soft  caress, 

When  trembling  rapture  faltered  '  Yes  !  ' 
And  all  around  us  rang  with  rhyme  ? 
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A    WINTER  JINGLE. 

The  soft  wind  blows 
Across  the  snows, 
And  turns  the  palest  face  to  rose  ; 
The  wind  it  goes 
Where  no  one  knows, 
Like  water  round  the  world  it  flows  ; 
The  sunlit  air  is  warm  and  light 
Though  all  the  earth  be  wrapped  in  white. 

But  owlets  shrill 
Shriek  round  the  hill 
When  twilight  fades,  and  all  is  still ; 
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The  keen  gusts  fill 
The  frozen  rill 
With  treacherous  snowdrifts  deep  and  chill ; 
The  wanderer  findeth  small  delight 
In  crossing  there  at  dead  of  night. 
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AT  THE  PLAY. 

Dora  seated  at  the  play 

Weeps  to  see  the  hero  perish, — 
Hero  of  a  Dresden  day, 

Fit  for  china  nymphs  to  cherish  ; 
O  that  Dora's  heart  would  be 
Half  so  soft  and  warm  for  me  ! 

When  the  flaring  lights  are  out 
His  heroic  deeds  are  over, 

Gone  his  splendid  strut  and  shout, 
Gone  his  raptures  of  a  lover, 

While  my  humdrum  heart  you'd  find 

True,  though  out  of  sight  and  mind. 
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THE  LOSS   OF  THE   '  EUR  YD  ICE.' 

Tired  with  the  toils  that  know  no  end, 

On  wintry  seas  long  doomed  to  roam, 
They  smiled  to  think  that  March  could  lend 
Such  radiant  winds  to  waft  them  home  ; 
Long  perils  overpast, 
They  stood  for  port  at  last, 
Close  by  the  fair  familiar  water-way, 
And  on  their  sunlit  lee 
All  hearts  were  glad  to  see 
The  crags  of  Culver  through  the  shining  day  ; 
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While  every  white-winged  bird, 
Whose  joyous  cry  they  heard, 
Seemed  wild  to  shout  the  welcome  that  it  bore 
Of  love  from  friends  on  shore. 

Ah  !  brief  their  joy,  as  days  are  brief 

In  March,  that  loves  not  joy  or  sun  ; 
O  bitter  to  the  heart  of  grief 

The  port  that  never  shall  be  won  ; 
Fair  ship,  with  all  sail  set, 
Didst  thou  perchance  forget 
The  changing  times  and  treacherous  winds  of  Spring  ? 
And  could  those  headlands  grey 
Rehearse  no  tale  to-day, 
Of  wrecks  they  have  seen,  and  many  a  grievous  thing  ? 
Thy  towering  cliff,  Dunnose, 
Full  many  a  secret  knows, — 
Cry  out  in  warning  voice  !  too  much  they  dare  ; 
Death  gathers  in  the  air. 
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A  wind  blew  sharp  out  of  the  north, 

And  o'er  the  island-ridges  rose 
A  sound  of  tempest  going  forth, 
And  murmur  of  approaching  snows. 
Then  through  the  sunlit  air 
Streamed  dark  the  lifted  hair 
Of  storm-cloud,  gathering  for  the  light's  eclipse, 
And  fiercely  rose  and  fell 
The  shriek  of  waves,  the  knell 
Of  seamen,  and  the  doom  of  wandering  ships ; 
As  with  an  eagle's  cry 
The  mighty  storm  rushed  by, 
Trailing  its  robe  of  snow  across  the  wave, 
And  gulfed  them  like  a  grave. 

It  passed  ;  it  fell ;  and  all  was  still  ; 

But,  homebound  wanderers,  where  were  they  ? 
The  wind  went  down  behind  the  hill, 

The  sunset  gilded  half  the  bay. 
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Ah  !  loud  bewildered  sea, 

Vain,  vain  our  trust  in  thee 
To  bring  our  kinsfolk  home,  through  storm  and  tide  ! 

So  sharp  and  swift  the  blow, 

Thyself  dost  hardly  know 
Where  now  they  rest  whom  thou  didst  bear  and  guide  ; 

Our  human  hearts  may  break, 

Cold  Ocean,  for  thy  sake, — 
Thou  not  the  less  canst  paint  in  colours  fair 

The  eve  of  our  despair. 


Not  hard  for  heroes  is  the  death 

That  greets  them  from  the  cannon's  lips, 
When  heaven  is  red  with  flaming  breath, 
And  shakes  with  roar  of  sundering  ships  : 
When  through  the  thunder-cloud 
Sounds  to  them,  clear  and  loud, 
The  voice  of  England  calling  them  by  name  ; 
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And  as  their  eyes  grow  dim 

They  hear  their  nation's  hymn, 
And  know  the  prelude  of  immortal  fame  ; 

But  sad  indeed  is  this 

The  meed  of  war  to  miss, 
And  die  for  England,  but  in  dying  know 

They  leave  no  name  but  woe. 


They  cannot  rest  through  coming  years, 

In  any  ground  that  England  owns, 
And  billows  salter  than  our  tears 

Wash  over  their  unhonoured  bones  ; 
Yet  in  our  hearts  they  rest 
Not  less  revered  and  blest 
Than  those,  their  brothers,  who  in  fighting  fell  : 
Nor  shall  our  children  hear 
Their  names  pronounced  less  dear. 
When  England's  roll  of  gallant  dead  we  tell  ; 
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For  ever  shall  our  ships, 
There,  at  the  Solent's  lips, 
Pass  out  to  glory  over  their  still  bed, 
And  praise  the  silent  dead. 
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THE  BATH. 

With  rosy  palms  against  her  bosom  pressed 

To  stay  the  shudder  that  she  dreads  of  old, 

Lysidice  glides  down,  till  silver-cold 
The  water  girdles  half  her  glowing  breast  : 
A  yellow  butterfly  on  flowery  quest 

Rifles  the  roses  that  her  tresses  hold : 

A  breeze  comes  wandering  through  the  fold  on  fold 
Of  draperies  curtaining  her  shrine  of  rest. 
Soft  beauty,  like  her  kindred  petals  strewed 

Along  the  crystal  coolness,  there  she  lies. 

What  vision  gratifies  those  gentle  eyes  ? 
She  dreams  she  stands  where  yesterday  she  stood 
Where,  while  the  whole  arena  shrieks  for  blood, 

Hot  in  the  sand  a  srladiator  dies. 


HANS   CHRISTIAN  ANDERSEN. 
1805— 1875. 

A  being  cleaves  the  moonlit  air, 

With  eyes  of  dew  and  plumes  of  fire, 
New-born,  immortal,  strong  and  fair  ; 

Glance  ere  he  goes  ! 
His  feet  are  shrouded  like  the  dead, 

But  in  his  face  a  wild  desire 
Breaks  like  the  dawn  that  flushes  red, 
And  like  a  rose. 

The  stars  shine  out  above  his  path, 

And  music  wakes  through  all  the  skies  ; 
What  mortal  such  a  triumph  hath, 
By  death  set  free  ? 
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What  earthly  hands  and  heart  are  pure 

As  this  man's,  whose  unshrinking  eyes 
Gaze  onward  through  the  deep  obscure, 
Nor  quail  to  see  ? 

Ah  !  this  was  he  who  drank  the  fount 
Of  wisdom  set  in  speechless  things, 
Who,  patient,  watched  the  day-star  mount, 

While  others  slept. 
Ah  !  this  was  he  whose  loving  soul 

Found  heart-beats  under  trembling  wings, 
And  heard  divinest  music  roll 

Where  wild  springs  leapt. 

For  poor  dumb  lips  had  songs  for  him 

And  children's  dreamings  ran  in  tune, 
And  strange  old  heroes,  weird  and  dim, 
Walked  by  his  side. 
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The  very  shadows  loved  him  well 

And  danced  and  flickered  in  the  moon, 
And  left  him  wondrous  tales  to  tell 
Men  far  and  wide. 


And  now  no  more  he  smiling  walks 

Through  greenwood  alleys  full  of  sun, 
And,  as  he  wanders,  turns  and  talks, 

Though  none  be  there  ; 
The  children  watch  in  vain  the  place 

Where  they  were  wont,  when  day  was  done, 
To  see  their  poet's  sweet  worn  face, 
And  faded  hair. 

Yet  dream  not  such  a  spirit  dies, 

Though  all  its  earthly  shrine  decay ! 
Transfigured  under  clearer  skies, 
He  sings  anew ; 
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The  frail  soul-covering,  racked  with  pain, 

And  scored  with  vigil,  fades  away, 
The  soul  set  free  and  young  again 
Glides  upward  through. 

Weep  not ;  but  watch  the  moonlit  air  ! 

Perchance  a  glory  like  a  star 
May  leave  what  hangs  about  him  there, 

And  flash  on  us  !  .  .  . 
Behold  !  the  void  is  full  of  light, 

The  beams  pierce  heaven  from  bar  to  bar, 
And  all  the  hollows  of  the  night 
Grow  luminous  ! 
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EROS. 

Within  a  forest  as  I  strayed, 
Far  down  a  sombre  autumn  glade, 
I  found  the  god  of  love  ; 

His  bow  and  arrows  cast  aside, 
His  lovely  arms  extended  wide, 
A  depth  of  leaves  above, 
Beneath  o'erarching  boughs  he  made 
A  place  for  sleep  in  russet  shade. 

His  lips,  more  red  than  any  rose, 

Were  like  a  flower  that  overflows 

With  honey  pure  and  sweet ; 
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And,  clustering  round  that  holy  mouth, 
The  golden  bees  in  eager  drouth 
Plied  busy  wings  and  feet ; 
They  knew,  as  every  lover  knows, 
There's  no  such  honey-bloom  that  blows. 
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ON  DARTMOOR. 

I. 

Warm  tissue  of  refulgent  vapour  fills 

The  valley  southward  to  the  hurrying  stream, 
Whose  withered  and  sun-wasted  waters  gleam 

Meandering  downwards  through  the  terraced  hills  ; 

Here,  even  here,  the  hand  of  man  fulfils 
Its  daily  toil,  for  though  alone  I  seem 
I  hear  the  clangour  of  a  far-off  team, 

And  men  that  shout  above  the  shouting  rills  ; 

Nor  jars  this  noise  of  labour  on  mine  ear, 

Nor  seem,  because  of  these,  the  spirits  less  near 
That  animate  the  mountains  and  the  skies, 

The  selfsame  heart  of  nature  shineth  clear 

Through  filmy  garments  of  a  golden  sphere 
And  earnest  looks  of  humble  human  eyes. 
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II. 

A  soft  grey  line  of  haze  subdues  the  west 

That  was  so  rosy  half-an-hour  ago  ; 

The  moaning  night-breeze  just  begins  to  blow, 
And  now  the  team  that  ploughed  the  mountain's  breast 
Cease  their  long  toil,  and  dream  of  home  and  rest ; 

Now,  giant-like,  the  tall  young  ploughmen  go 

Between  me  and  the  sunset,  footing  slow  ; 
My  spirit,  as  an  uninvited  guest, 
Goes  with  them,  wondering  what  desire,  what  aim, 
May  stir  their  hearts  and  mine  with  common  flame, 

Or,  thoughtless,  do  their  hands  suffice  their  soul  ? 
I  know  not,  care  not,  for  I  deem  no  shame 
To  hold  men,  flowers,  and  trees  and  stars  the  same, 

Myself,  as  these,  one  atom  in  the  whole. 
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MAY  MORNING. 

Break,  long  wave,  below  my  feet ! 

Wind  and  meet, 
Sea-streams  that  the  moon  hath  shaken  ! 
From  the  shingle  white  and  bare, 

All  the  air 
With  sonorous  cadence  waken  ! 

From  the  distance  dim  and  bright. 

Gulphed  in  light, 
To  the  long  spent  wave  that  dashes, 
All  the  sea  shines  through  and  through 

Fiery  blue  : 
When  the  wind  is  up,  it  flashes. 
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And  the  milder  heaven  above, 

Full  of  love, 
Smiles  upon  the  rolling  ocean, 
Like  a  woman's  heart  content 

To  be  spent 
And  absorbed  in  sweet  devotion. 

Surely  Venus  through  the  sea, 

Clear  and  free, 
Rose  on  such  a  morn  as  this  is, 
Called  her  doves  about  her  there, 

Heard  the  air 
Murmur  through  their  wings  like  kisses. 

Out  of  cold  green  depths  of  foam, 

Sea-nymphs'  home, 
To  the  live  air,  red  with  roses, 
Came  she,  clothed  about  with  light, 

Warm  and  white, 
Like  a  moon  the  mist  encloses. 
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Like  a  summer  moon  whose  limbs, 

As  she  swims 
Ever  up  in  the  pale  sether, 
Cast  their  lawny  veils  aside 

Till  they  hide 
Nought  from  the  mad  earth  beneath  her. 

Though  no  more  with  reverent  eyes, 

Sadly  wise, 
Sea  and  air  to  us  are  holy, 
Born  too  late  for  gods  to  bless, 

"We  profess 
To  be  disenchanted  wholly, 

Though  the  nymphs  are  dead,  and  we 

Cannot  see, 
Plunging  in  the  gulfs  of  azure, 
Long  processions,  gods  in  line, 

Half  divine, 
Blowing  horns  of  mellow  leisure, 
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Yet  the  old  sweet  creeds  and  we 

Cannot  be 
Always  so  far  rent  asunder, 
Since  we  feel  on  such  a  morn 

Life  reborn 
In  the  antique  world  of  wonder. 


SERENADE. 

The  lemon-petals  gently  fall 

Within  the  windless  Indian  night, 
The  wild  liana'd  waterfall 

Hangs,  lingering  like  a  ghostly  light ; 
Drop  down  to  me,  and  linger  long,  my  heart's   entire 
delight ! 

Among  the  trees,  the  fiery  flies 

Move  slowly  in  their  robes  of  flame  ; 
Above  them,  through  the  liquid  skies, 
The  stars  in  squadrons  do  the  same ; 
Move  through  the  garden  down  to  me,  and  softly  speak 
my  name  ! 
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By  midnight's  moving  heart  that  shakes 
The  coloured  air  and  kindling  gloom, 
By  all  the  forms  that  beauty  takes 
In  fruit,  in  blossom,  in  perfume, 
Come  down  and  still  the  aching  doubts  that  haunt  me 
and  consume  ! 

Else  if  the  chilly  morning  break, 

And  thou  hast  heard  my  voice  in  vain, 
Unmoved  as  is  a  forest-lake 

That  through  the  branches  hears  the  rain, 
Beware   lest  Love  himself  pass  by  to  bless  thee,  and — • 
refrain  ! 


*/. 
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THE   NEW  ENDYMION. 

Behind  the  ghostly  poplar-trees 
The  moon  rose  high  when  Celia  died  ; 

To  win  the  flickering  midnight  breeze 
I'd  thrown  the  curtains  both  aside, 

And  this  was  how  I  came  to  see 

In  my  most  tearless  agony 

The  red  moon  in  the  poplar-tree. 

The  scent  of  lilies,  sickly  sweet, 

Just  floated  through  the  shining  air, 

And  the  hot  perfume  of  the  wheat 
Hung  like  a  vapour  everywhere  ; 
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The  anguish  of  the  summer  night, 
Close,  breathless,  sultry,  still  and  bright, 
Seemed  without  hope  and  infinite. 

But  most  the  round  orb  of  the  moon, 
That  one  by  one  the  branches  kissed, 

Drawn  out  of  her  flushed  waking  swoon, 
And  changed  to  gold  above  the  mist, 

Seemed  like  a  rancorous  enemy, 

Who  climbed  by  stairs  into  the  sky 

Better  to  see  my  darling  die. 

And  I  remembered,  hushed  at  heart, 
Without  a  tear,  though  she  was  dead, — 

As  if  my  future  had  no  part 

In  that  cold  past  upon  the  bed, — 

I  thought  how  much  the  moon  had  seen 

Of  happy  days  that  lay  between 

The  sweet  may-be  and  sad  has-been. 
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Quivering  to  feel  how,  every  time 

I  forged  another  link  of  love, 
The  mystic  moon  had  seemed  to  climb. 
And  watch  my  lips,  and  hang  above  ; 
I  shuddered,  and  my  thoughts  I  cast, 
While  all  my  veins  were  beating  fast, 
Across  my  memories  of  the  past. 

I  thought  of  that  clear  tropic  night, 

When,  like  a  bird,  through  Indian  seas, 
Our  ship  unfolded  wings  of  light, 

And  lost  the  land  by  soft  degrees  : 
She  paced  the  deck  ;  I  heard  the  stir 
Of  robes,  her  beauty's  minister, 
And  at  the  last  I  spoke  to  her. 

But  while  our  budding  fortunes  crossed, 
Amid  her  courteous  flights  of  speech, 

My  careless  vision  slowly  lost 

The  range  of  palm-trees  on  the  beach, 
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Whereat  another  light  began 
Behind  the  isles  of  Andaman, 
And  up  the  golden  moonlight  ran. 

I  turned  and  saw  her  gentle  face, 
Those  violet  moon-shot  eyes  I  saw, 

And  in  that  very  hour  and  place 
Bent  like  a  vassal  to  her  law  ; 

But  yet  I  dared  not  speak,  and  soon 

She  rose  and  suddenly  had  gone 

And  left  me  to  the  florid  moon. 

I  thought  me  of  a  winter  street, 
And  how  the  first  time,  on  my  arm, 

I  felt  her  gentle  pulses  beat 
As  in  a  virgin  vague  alarm  ; 

We  let  the  rest  pass  on  before, 

And  talking  lingered,  more  and  more 

Hid  in  the  city's  kindly  roar. 


206  THE  NEW  ENDYMION. 

The  great  crowd  caught  us  in  its  net, 
And  pressed  us  closer  to  each  other  ; 

We  spoke  of  all  since  last  we  met, 

And  laughed  like  sister  and  like  brother ; 

I  all  the  while,  with  fixed  intent, 

Towards  some  more  serious  silence  bent 

To  say  a  certain  thing  I  meant. 

In  vain, — till  out  of  the  blue  night, 
Behind  the  vast  cathedral  spire, 
There  swam  into  our  sudden  sight 
A  globe  of  honey-coloured  fire, 
And  in  the  wonder  of  the  view- 
She  hushed  her  talking,  and  I  knew 
How  kind  her  heart  was  and  how  true. 

I  thought,  too,  of  the  magic  hour 
When  in  one  sacred  chamber  bound, 

She  loosed  her  wreath  of  orange-flower, 

And  dropped  her  wealth  of  hair  uncrowned, 
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And  I,  with  tenderest  fingers  laced 

About  the  slimness  of  her  waist, 

Her  cool  and  cream-white  throat  embraced. 

And  through  this  window-pane  we  glanced 
And  saw  the  silvery  soft  may-moon, — 

Like  some  young  maenad  that  hath  danced 
Till  her  bright  head  is  in  a  swoon, — 

Lean  up  against  the  poplar-tree, 

And  in  the  wild  wind  we  could  see 

The  leaves  fold  round  her  amorously. 

They  folded  round  as  sisters  might 

Around  a  maiden  sick  to  death, 
Whom  some  perfidious  churl  and  light 

Had  cheated  with  delusive  breath  : 
The  moon's  white  face  that  golden  hour 
Had  something  of  the  tints  that  lour 
About  the  aconite  in  flower. 
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Yet  that  last  night  when  Celia  died 

The  moon's  face  had  a  stranger  air, 
A  mien  of  victory,  like  a  bride, 

Enchanted,  resolute  and  fair ; 
Through  all  my  sorrow,  all  my  pain, 
I  gazed  upon  the  orb  again, 
Till  my  pent  anguish  gushed  in  rain  ; 

And  then  upon  her  face  I  fell, 

My  sweet,  lost  Celia's,  and  my  arms 
Clasped  round  once  more  the  miracle 

Of  her  divine  and  tender  charms  ; 
The  room  grew  dark,  I  knew  not  why,- 
I  gazed  and  saw  that,  suddenly, 
The  moon  was  ashy  in  the  sky. 

Then  I  arose  and  left  the  dead, 
And  wandered  up  into  the  wood, 

Till  briar  and  honeysuckle  shed 
A  subtle  odour  where  I  stood  ; 
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And  there,  between  the  boughs  that  lie 
Thin-leaved  against  the  stars  on  high, 
The  moon  swam  down  the  liquid  sky. 

And  since  that  night  of  pain  and  love 

I  have  not  felt  as  others  feel, 
An  alien  in  their  courts  I  move, 

And  from  their  noisy  world  I  steal ; 
The  common  ways  of  life  I  shun, 
And  quit  my  comrades  every  one, 
And  live  sequestered  from  the  sun. 

But  when  the  crescent  moon  begins 

To  fill  her  slender  bow  with  fire, 
A  dream  upon  my  fancy  wins, 

I  languish  with  a  fond  desire  ; 
I  stride  along  the  mountain-tops, 
But  when  behind  their  range  she  drops, 
My  heart  within  me  leaps  and  stops, 
p 
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But  every  month  one  night  I  lie 

Upon  the  wild  back  of  the  hills, 
And  watch  the  hollow  of  the  sky 

Until  the  crystal  dew  distils  ; 
And  when  the  perfect  moon  appears 
A  golden  paragon  of  spheres, 
I  rise  a  god  among  my  peers. 

Twelve  times  within  the  weary  year 
That  marvellous  hour  of  joy  returns, 

And  till  its  rapture  reappear 

My  pulse  is  like  a  flame  that  burns  ; 

I  have  no  wonder,  now,  nor  care 

For  any  woman's  hands  or  hair, 

For  any  face,  however  fair. 

Ah  !  what  am  I  that  she  should  bend 
Her  glorious  godship  down  to  me  ? 

My  mortal  weakness  cannot  lend 
Fresh  light  to  her  vast  deity  ! 
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I  know  not !  only  this  I  know- 
She  loves  me,  she  has  willed  it  so, 
And  blindly  in  her  light  I  go. 

Sweet,  make  me  as  a  mountain  pool 
With  thy  soft  radiance  mirrored  o'er, 

Or  like  the  moon-fern,  grey  and  cool, 
That  hides  thy  virtue  in  its  core  ; 

I  must  grow  old  and  pass  away  ; 

Thou  art  immortal ;  love,  I  pray, 

Bend  o'er  me  on  my  fatal  day  ! 
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THE    WAKING   OF  EUR  YD  ICE. 

ORPHEUS. 

Goddess,  with  the  torn  pomegranate  in  that  white  immor- 
tal hand, 

Quivering,  with  a  chord's  vibrations,  at  thy  fatal  throne 
I  stand  ! 

I  have  braved  the  raucous  horror,  I  have  cleft  the 
streams  of  woe, 

And  my  living  locks  are  whitened  with  their  grey  and 
sluggish  flow ; 

Proud  I  might  be  of  endurance,  high  of  heart  to  find  my 
feet 

Strong  to  bear  me,  queen  and  goddess,  to  thine  awful 
judgment-seat, 
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But    the   soul   in   me   is   quiet   and   the   spirit   in   me 
dies 

Underneath  the  cold  still  flaming  of  those  dark  impas- 
sive eyes. 

Let  me  speak,  then,  lest  I   perish,    lest   the   lyre  that 
brought  me  hither 

Snap  its  strings,  and  lose  its  cunning,  and  be  like  a  leaf 
and  wither, 

For  the  lyre  alone  sustains  me,  and  without  this  breathing 
shell 

I  had  died  upon  the  upland  and  the  moaning  wastes  of 
hell. 


PERSEPHONE. 

Mortal,  speak,  and  spend  no  accents  on  the  prelude  of 

thy  prayer, 
Sovereign  knowledge  crowns  my  queenship  to  the  utmost 

bounds  of  air. 
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ORPHEUS. 
None  have  wit  to  pierce  the  darkness  if  thou  veil  thine 

awful  eyes, 
None  can  hide  his  heart,  I  know  it,  if  their  clear  efful- 
gence rise  ; 
In  the  fringes  of  thine  eyelids  light  is  born  to  beam  on 

man, 
And  without  it  he  may  stumble  through  the  night-time  as 

he  can, 
Bare  my  senses  crowd  before  thee,  on  my  burning  spirit 

read, 
Sculptured,  like  a  rune   on   marble,  all   the  woes  that 

make  it  bleed  ; 
Few  the  words,  but  long  their  burden,  brief  the  tale,  but 

sad  to  see, 
Graven    with    a    world    of    anguish,    and     the     name 

Eurydice. 


THE    WAKING   OF  EUR  YD  ICE.  215 

PERSEPHONE. 

Sweetest  ghost,  around  whose  shadow  just  so  much  of 
beauty  clings 

As  a  faded  jonquil  gathers  in  its  sad  grey  petal  wings, 

Fairest  of  the  weightless  number  that  with  mute  beseech- 
ing hand 

Drop  the  obolus  and  vanish  when  the  wherry  comes  to 
land  ; 

Sighing  like  a  wind  they  vanish,  and  before  my  feet  they 
fail 

Ruddy  mortal,  say,  what  would'st  thou  with  a  soul  so 
thin  and  pale  ! 

ORPHEUS. 

Goddess  wiser  than  the  wisest  of  the  gods  of  upper  air, 
Torture  not  my  soul  within  me,  thou  canst  read  its  sorrow 
there. 
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Through  my  veins  the  blood  is  beating,  life  and  youth 

are  slaves  to  me, 
But  the  triple  world  contains  not  what  can  solace  me  but 

she. 
She    is   but  a   wandering   spirit   in    a    molten    land   of 

dreams, 
Like  the  phantom  of  a  blossom  to  thine  own  clear  sense 

she  seems, 
Wasted   is   she,  like  a  wine-draught  that  an  old  blind 

priest  would  pour, 
When  he  stumbles,  and  it  passes,  and  no  god  may  taste 

it  more. 
Hollow  sounds  this  strand  of  echoes,  and  the  winds  of 

Acheron 
As  about  a  pineless  mountain  round  its  crowded  banks 

are  blown, 
For  the  souls  that  cluster  thickly  are  too  faint  and  slight 

to  shiver, 
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And  the  wind  goes  whistling  through  them  by  the  cold 

and  sullen  river. 
Little  glory,  thrice-crowned  goddess,  such  a  handmaid 

brings  to  thee  ; 
Yield  her,   O   be   great,  and  master   her  o'ermastering 

destiny  ! 

PERSEPHONE. 

Poignant  is  the  voice  that  utters,  seldom  in  these  courts 
combine 

Words  that  bear  so  live  a  passion  with  a  note  so  mas- 
culine ; 

I  could  smile  to  hear  thee  pleading,  for  my  heart  well 
nigh  forgets 

What  a  weight  there  is  in  glory  and  how  queenship  wears 
and  frets. 

Such  a  voice,  full-toned  and  virile,  I  have  scarcely  heard 
again 
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Since  I   stood  a  maid  with  maidens  on  the  lily-woven 

plain, 
And  behind  me   down  the  valley  heard  the  breath  of 

steeds,  and  found 
One  who  spake  in   amorous   accents  with  broad  arms 

about  me  wound. 
Thou  hast  won  thy  suit,  musician,  and  I  grant  thee  leave 

to  try 
If  to   live   on   earth   be   sweeter   to   a   spirit    than    to 

die. 
Tune  thy  chords  and  wield  the  plectrum  ;  on  my  throne 

I  sit  apart  ; 
Draw  her  ghost  to  stand  before  us  by  the  witchcraft  of 

thine  art  ; 
She  herself,  not  I,  shall  teach  thee  what  may  be  her  own 

desire, 
Win  her  if  thou  canst  with  pleading  on  thy  tense  impas- 
sioned lyre. 
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ORPHEUS. 

Ah  !  I  see  the  cloud  dividing  ;  through  the  liquid  gloom 

appears, 
Like  the  crescent  moon  seen  faintly  through  a  hopeless 

mist  of  tears, 
One   that  glides  among  the  shadows,  and  has  left  the 

serried  line  : 
Spirit,  lift  thine  eyes  and  fix  them  on  these  aching  eyes 

of  mine  ! 
Lo  !  I  stir  remembrance  in  thee  by  the  endless  throb  and 

motion 
Of  the  dolphin-haunted   channels   of  thy   blue   Ionian 

ocean, 
By  the  rosy  peaks  of  Chios,  by  thy  father's  snow-white  sail 
Hastening   home   past  granite   headlands  and  before  a 

southern  gale, 
By  the  shining  sands  that  glittered  with  their  dust  of 

chrysoprase, 
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When  we  first  gazed  each  at  other  in  that  silent,  sunlit  place, 
By  the  blush  that  mounted  o'er  thee,  by  the  kindling  of 

those  eyes, 
Lit  by  no  such  flames  as  these  are,  but  the  liquidest  of 

skies  ! 
Child,  remember  life  at  waking  and  forget  the  dream  of 

this  ! 
Cool  the  wind,  but  warm  the  sea  was,  oh  !  how  warm  our 

tender  kiss  ; 
Grey  and  wan  those  lips  of  thine  now,  but  my  living  lips 

are  red, 
And  to  thrill  thy  mouth  with  colour  but  a  whisper  needs 

be  said. 

EURYDICE. 

Pray  me  not  to  speak  that  whisper,  thou  whose  words 

sound  harsh  and  loud  ! 
Dim  and  vague  all  worldly  memories  on  my  weary  fancy 

crowd ; 
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Yes  !  'tis  true  ;  and  I  remember ;  oh  !  be  that  enough 

for  thee  ! 
Boundless  space  and  time  unmeasured  lie  between  thy 

voice  and  me. 
I   am   troubled   at   its  ardour  ;  O  believe  me,  it  were 

best 
To  return   and   stir  no   longer  in   the   silence   of  my 

rest. 
Once  I  was  thy  bride,  it  may  be  ;  I  am  now  the  bride  of 

Death, 
Vexed  no  more  with  throbbing  pulses,  led  by  no  mad 

mortal  breath  ; 
Vain  those  hands  that  stretch  to  seize  me,  vain  those 

pleading  lips  and  eyes, 
I  am  but  the  shade  of  shadows  and  a  wandering  wind  of 

sighs. 
In  the  urn  of  brass  that  moulders  in  our  garden  year  by 

year, 
There  is  more  of  me  to  echo  to  thine  ecstasy  than  here; 
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And  the  dying  grasp  that  gathered  close  around  thy 
answering  hand 

Said  farewell,  farewell  for  ever,  if  thy  heart  could  under- 
stand. 

ORPHEUS. 

Ah  !  the  shape,  the  faultless  beauty,  ah  !   the  gracious 

lines  I  see, 
Rounded  arm  and  waving  bosom,  'tis  indeed  Eurydice  ! 
White,  indeed,  with  more  of  lustre  than  befits  a  living 

form, 
But  the  lights  of  hell  are  lurid  in  this  hollow  vault  of 

storm. 
Ah  !  the  face  is  hers,  I  know  it,  but  the  voice  is  hard  to 

tell, 
Other  were  the  words  it  uttered  when  it  bade  me  last 

farewell. 
When  they  poured  the  last  libation,  and  with  myrtles  full 

of  dew 


THE    WAKING   OF  EURYDICE.  223 

Sprinkled  lightly  those  cold  fingers,  and  then  hid  them 

from  my  view, 
When  the  mourners  left  the  doorway  and  went  slowly 

down  the  hill, 
I  was  master  of  my  anguish,  for  I  heard  thy  whisper  still  ; 
But  the  voice  that  comes  to  meet  me  through  this  hollow 

land  and  drear, 
Is  as  empty  and  as  chilly  as  the  wind  that  wanders  here. 
Thou  hast  drunk  the  icy  waters  of  the  dull  Lethsean  spring, 
And   thy   memories   fade   and   falter,    thou   art    slowly 

withering  ; 
Dolorous  are  the  streams  of  Lethe,  poor  the  gifts  they 

have  to  give, — 
Gaze  on  me,  and  strain  thy  utmost,  and  remember  life 

and  live  ! 

EURYDICE. 

Did  this  hand  so  pale  and  fragile  lie  within  the  grasp  of 
thine  ? 
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Was  thy  breath  upon  my  spirit  like  a  burning  draught  of 

wine  ? 
Did  I  pledge  my  soul  to  love  thee,  yea  !  within  the  halls 

of  hell  ? 
Ah  !  a  woman's  vow  is  nothing,  like  an  autumn  flower  it 

fell. 
Once  those  eyes  could  move  me  strangely,  and  those 

hands  across  the  lyre 
Led  my  beating  heart  and  plunged  it  in  a  well  of  living  fire  ; 
Now  thy  spirit  scarcely  moves  me  through  the  crystal  of 

thy  tears, 
And  thy  lyre-strings  crack  with  passion,  but  the  soul  is 

dead  that  hears. 

ORPHEUS. 

Nay,  not  dead,  since  memory  wakens  !     Golden  shell,  I 

call  to  thee ! 
Cry  as  when  the  pine-trees  heard  thee  on  the  snows  of 

Rhodope, 
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When  thy  music  lashed  to  frenzy  in  their  hollow  marble 

lairs 
Lions  of  the  Thracian  upland,  and  the  rugged  heart  ot 

bears  ; 
Harder  now  the   task   before   thee,  toil  more  arduous, 

more  sublime, 
To  awake  a  soul  that  slumbers  by  the  mastery  of  rhyme. 
Now  beneath  my  fingers  quicken,  leap  to  life,  wild  strings, 

and  be 
Not  a  tool  to  work  my  fancy,  but  a  throbbing  part  ot 

me ; 
Softly  move  with  rising  measure,  like  the  tide  upon  the 

shore, 
Lapping  on  the  sands  and  darkening  their  white  surface 

more  and  more, 
Rising,  till,  almost  unheeded,  with  its  moaning  weight  of 

waves, 
Crest  on  crest,  the  sea  o'erpowers  us,  as  our  last  retreat  it 

laves  ! 

Q 
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Mildly   mount   in   gathering   music   as   the   snow-white 

flakes  of  cloud 
Branch  across  the  summer  heaven  till  its  blue  expanse 

they  shroud, 
Scarcely  noted  in  their  lustre,  blanched  and  pure  without 

a  stain, 
Till  they  blacken  in  a  moment  and  o'erwhelm  us  with  the 

rain  ! 
Hover  poised,   in   air,    vibrating,    as    the   eagle    hangs 

aloft, 
With  his  brazen  wings  half  viewless  in  the  coloured  sky 

and  soft, 
Waiting  with  a  gentle  motion,  till  the  fateful  moment 

come, 
Like  a  bolt  to  thunder  downward  on  the  quarry  still  and 

dumb  ! 
So,  but  with  a  subtler  motion,  with  insistence  more  in- 
tense, 
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Pierce  a  path,  my  lyre,  with  music  to  her  inmost  secret 

sense  ; 
Thrill  her  soul  with  tenderest  memories  of  a  nobler  life 

than  this, 
Whisper   to   her  of  the  fullness  of  our  first   enfolding 

kiss, 
Let  her  see  the  spicy  torches,  let  her  mark  the  friends 

that  fled, 
Laughing  folds  of  radiant  purple  round  our  rosy  marriage 

bed, 
Fear  that  faded  into  rapture,  as  the  night  must  fade  in 

day, 
All  the  holy  rites  and  secret  that  the  priests  of  Love 

obey  ! 
Sound,  and  if  her  shade  awake  not,  nor  take  form  of  life 

again, 
Phoibos'  self  might  wake  the  echoes  of  his  Helicon  in 

vain. 
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EURYDICE. 

Ah  !  the  roots  that  bud  with  summer  when  they  feel  the 

creeping  rain, — 
And  the  tingling  pulse  that  thrills  me,  half  with  pleasure, 

half  with  pain  ! 
Ah  !  the  secret  fields  of  ocean,  in  their  stirless  hyaline, 
When   the   skirts   of  storm   sweep   by  them, — and  this 

shaken  heart  of  mine  ! 
O  forbear  and  leave  me  painless,  as  in  time  gone  past  I 

was, 
When  my  face  found  no  reflection  in  the  water's  sheeny 

glass  ! 
Hot  and  wild  this  tide  returning,  sore  the  shock  where- 
with it  strains 
This  poor  fount  of  life  that  murmurs  in  its  coil  of  swelling 

veins  ! 
Shades  that  hover  round  the  circles  of  the  nine  rings  of 

the  river, 
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Come  and  free  me,  come  in  legions,  crowd  around  me, 

and  deliver  ! 
Ah  !  have  pity,  Love,  and  leave  me,  turn  away  that  long- 


ing face,- 


Or  unclose  your  arms  and  fold  me  in  an  infinite  em- 
brace ! 


EPILOGUE. 

As  one  whom  care  and  noisy  thoughts  distress 
Puts  out  f 7-o in  shore  and  sees  the  land  grow  /ess, 
Delights  to  feel  the  sea  so  gray  and  vast, 
But  riots  in  its  wealth  of  light  at  last ; 
So  he  whose  soul  the  voids  of  manhood  fret, 
Who  sees  the  suns  that  rose  beside  him  sit, 
Who  pales  beneath  the  midnight  lamp  to  find 
The  painted  face  of  fame,  with  death  behind, 
Who  learns  that  love  may  in  a  moment  end, 
And  falsehood  tarnish  the  clear  name  of  friend, 
Who  saps  the  gilded  world,  and  knows  too  well 
That  all  is  finite,  all  is  mutable, — 
Him  nothing  more  can  solace  or  appease, 
No  tedious  counsels  point  the  way  to  ease, 
Unless  his  wounded  heart  be  f rained  like  those 
Round  whom  the  bounteous  arms  of  nature  close , 
But  if  of  these  he  be  I  ah  I  strange  delight 
To  pass  from  garish  day  to  tender  night! 


EPILOGUE. 

To  feci  the  cool  and  changeless  earth  contend 
With  calm  revolving  skies  to  be  his  friend ; 
To  watch  each  flower  in  fading,  and  to  trust 
'Twill  soon  reanimate  the  same  dim  dust  : 
In  all  the  voiceless  life  that  round  him  flows 
To  feel  the  same  sere?ie  and  staid  repose  ! 

He  flies  the  sunlight  in  its  summer  strength, 
And  in  a  twilight  forest  flings  his  length, 
J-eels  silence  first,  and  then  in  quiet  mood, 
Drinks  in  the  noiseless  music  of  the  wood; 
He  joys  to  feel  once  more  the  generous  heat 
Of  nature's  bosom  pulsing  at  his  feet, 
Grows  blithe  and  pure  as  her  mute  nurselings  do, 
And  wise  to  penetrate  'twixt  false  and  true, 
Till  all  the  wounds  that  tore  his  spirit  healed, 
And  something  of  their  meaning  half  revealed, 
lie  gathers  courage,  and,  with  sober  mind, 
Comes  back  refreshed  to  combat  with  his  kind. 
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of  Mental  Physiology.  "With  their  Applications  to  the 
Training  and  Discipline  of  the  Mind,  and  the  Study  of  its  Morbid 
Conditions.     Illustrated.     Sixth  Edition.     8vo,  \zs. 

Catholic  Dictionary.  Containing  some  Account  of  the  Doctrine, 
Discipline,  Rites,  Ceremonies,  Councils,  and  Religious  Orders  of 
the  Catholic  Church.  By  William  E.  Addis  and  Thomas 
Arnold.  M.  A.     Third  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  2is. 

CIIEYNE,  Rev.  T.  A'— The  Prophecies  of  Isaiah.  Translated 
with  Critical  Notes  and  Dissertations.  2  vols.  Third  Edition. 
Demy  Svo,  251. 

Circulating  Capital.  Being  an  Inquiry  into  the  Fundamental  Laws 
of  Money.  An  Essay  by  an  East  India  Merchant.  Small  crown 
Svo,  6s. 

CLAIRAUT.—  Elements  of  Geometry.  Translated  by  Dr. 
Kaines.     With  145  Figures.     Crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

CLAPPER  TON,  Jane  Hume.  —  Scientific  Meliorism  and  the 
Evolution  of  Happiness.     Large  crown  Svo,  8s.  6d. 

CLARKE,  Rev.  Henry  James,  A.H.C.—Th.e  Fundamental  Science. 
Demy  Svo,  10s.  6rf. 

CLAYDEN,  P.  TV  —  Samuel  Sharpe.  Egyptologist  and  Translator 
of  the  Bible.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

CLIFFORD,  Sam  itch— What  Think  Ye  of  the  Christ  ?  Crown 
8vo,  6s. 

CLODD,  Edward,  F.R.A.S.— The  Childhood  of  the  World  :  a 
Simple  Account  of  Man  in  Early  Times.  Seventh  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  3s. 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,     is. 

The  Childhood  of  Religions.  Including  a  Simple  Account  of 
the  Birth  and  Growth  of  Myths  and  Legends.  Eighth  Thousand. 
Crown  Svo,  5.?. 

A  Special  Edition  for  Schools,     is.  6d. 

Jesus  of  Nazareth.  With  a  brief  sketch  of  Jewish  History  to  the 
Time  of  His  Birth.     Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 

COGHLAN,  J.  Cole,  D.D.— The  Modern  Pharisee  and  other 
Sermons.  Edited  by  the  Very  Rev.  H.  H.  Dickinson",  D.D., 
Dean  of  Chapel  Royal,  Dublin.  New  and  Cheaper  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  75.  6d. 

COLE,  George  R.  Fitz-Roy. — The  Peruvians  at  Home.  Crown 
Svo,  bs. 

COLERIDGE,  Sara.—  Memoir  and  Letters  of  Sara  Coleridge. 

Edited  by  her  Daughter.     With  Index.     Cheap  Edition.     With 
Portrait.     T.  6d. 
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Collects  Exemplified.  Being  Illustrations  from  the  Old  and  New 
T e  laments  of  the  Collects  for  the  Sundays  after  Trinity.  By  the 
Author  of  "  A  Commentary  on  the  Epistles  and  Gospels."  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  Joseph  Jackson.     Crown  8vo,  5^. 

CONNELL,  A.  If. — Discontent  and  Danger  in  India.  Small 
crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

The  Economic  Revolution  of  India.     Crown  8vo,  ^s.  6d. 

COOK,  Keningale,  LL.D. — The  Fathers  of  Jesus.  A  Study  of  the 
Lineage  of  the  Christian  Doctrine  and  Traditions.  2  vols.  Demy 
Svo,  2&y. 

CORY,  William.— A  Guide  to  Modern  English  History.  Part  T. 
— MDCCCXV.-MDCCCXXX.  Demy  8vo,  gs.  Part  II.— 
MDCCCXXX.-MDCCCXXXV.,  15s. 

COTTERILL,  II.  B.—An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Poetry. 

Crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

COTTON,   II.   J.   S.— New   India,    or    India    in    Transition. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

COUTTS,  Francis  Burdett  Money.— The  Training  of  the  Instinct 
of  Love.  With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  Edward  Thring,  M.A. 
Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

COX,  Rev.  Sir  George  IV.,  M.A.,  Bart.— The  Mythology  of  the 
Aryan  Nations.      New  Edition.     Demy  Svo,  i6j-. 

Tales  of  Ancient  Greece.     New  Edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Manual  of  Mythology  in  the  form  of  Question  and 
Answer.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  3^. 

An  Introduction  to  the  Science  of  Comparative  Myth- 
ology and  Folk-Lore.    Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo.    "js.  6d. 

COX,  Rev.  Sir  G.  IV.,  M.A.,  Bart.,  and  JOAES,  Eustace  Hinton  — 
Popular  Romances  of  the  Middle  Ages.  Third 
Edition,  in  1  vol.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 

COX,  Rev.  Samite?,  D.D. — A  Commentary  on  the  Book  of  Job. 
With  a  Translation.     Second  Edition.     Demy  Svo.  15-r. 

Salvator  Mundi  ;  or,  'Is  Christ  the  Saviour  of  all  Men  ?    Tenth 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5.?. 

The  Larger  Hope.     A  Sequel  to  "Salvator   Mundi."    Second 
Edition.      i6mo,  is. 

The  Genesis  of  Evil,  and  other  Sermons,  mainly  expository. 
Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6.f. 

Balaam.     An  Exposition  and  a  Study.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

Miracles.     An  Argument  and  a  Challenge.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

CRA  VEN,  Mrs.— A  Year's  Meditations.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 
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CRAWFURD,  Oswald.— Portugal,  Old  and  New.  With  Illustra- 
tions and  Maps.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

CROZIER,  John  Beattze,  M.B.—  The  Religion  of  the  Future. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

CUNNINGHAM,  W.,  B.D.— Politics  and  Economics  ;  An  Essay 
on  the  Nature  of  the  Principles  of  Political  Economy,  together 
with  a  survey  of  Recent  Legislation.     Crown  Svo,  ^s. 

DANIELL,  Clarmont. — The  Gold  Treasure  of  India.  An  Inquiry 
into  its  Amount,  the  Cause  of  its  Accumulation,  and  the  Proper 
Means  of  using  it  as  Money.     Crown  8vo,  $s. 

Discarded  Silver  :  a  Plan  for  its  Use  as  Money.  Small  crown, 
8vo,  2S. 

DANIEL,  Gerard.  Mary  Stuart:  a  Sketch  and  a  Defence. 
Crown  8vo,  $s. 

DAVIDSON,  Rev.  Samuel,  D.D.,  LL.D—  Canon  of  the  Bible; 
Its  Formation,  History,  and  Fluctuations.  Third  and  Revised 
Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 

The  Doctrine  of  Last  Things  contained  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment compared  with  the  Notions  of  the  Jews  and  the  Statements 
of  Church  Creeds.     Small  crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

DAWSON,  Geo.,  M.A.  Prayers,  with  a  Discourse  on  Prayer. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.  First  Series.  Ninth  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  3s.  6d. 

Prayers,  with  a  Discourse  on  Prayer.  Edited  by  George 
St.  Clair.     Second  Series.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Sermons  on  Disputed  Points  and  Special  Occasions. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Sermons  on  Daily  Life  and  Duty.  Edited  by  his  Wife. 
Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6^. 

The  Authentic  Gospel,  and  other  Sermons.  Edited  by 
George  St.  Clair,  F.G.S.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Biographical  Lectures.  Edited  by  George  St.  Clair,  F.G.S. 
Large  crown,  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

DE  JONCOURT,  Madame  Marie.—  Wholesome  Cookery.  Third 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  35-.  6d. 

Democracy  in  the  Old  World  and  the  New.  By  the  Author 
of  "  The  Suez  Canal,  the  Eastern  Question,  and  Abyssinia,"  etc. 
Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

DENT,  H.  C.—  K  Year  in  Brazil.  With  Notes  on  Religion,  Meteor- 
ology, Natural  Flistory,  etc.  Maps  and  Illustrations.  Demy 
Svo,  i8j. 

Discourse  on  the  Shedding  of  Blood,  and  The  Laws  of 
War.     Demy  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
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DOUGLAS,  Rev.  Herman. — Into  the  Deep  ;  or,  The  Wonders  of  the 
Lord's  Person.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

DOWDEN,  Edward,  LL.D.—  Shakspere  :  a  Critical  Study  of  his 
Mind  and  Art.     Eighth  Edition.     Post  8vo,  \2s. 

Studies  in  Literature,  17S9-1S77.  Third  Edition.  Large 
post  Svo,  6s. 

Dulce  Domum.     Fcap.  Svo,  $s. 

DU  MONCEL,  Count.— The  Telephone,  the  Microphone,  and 
the  Phonograph.  With  74  Illustrations.  Third  Edition. 
Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 

DURUY,  Victor. — History  of  Rome  and  the  Roman  People. 
Edited  by  Prof.  Mahaffy.  With  nearly  3000  Illustrations.  4to. 
6  vols,  in  12  parts,  30s-.  each  vol. 

EDGEWORTH,  F.  Y.— Mathematical  Psychics.  An  Essay  on 
the  Application  of  Mathematics  to  Social  Science.  Demy  Svo, 
"]s.  6d. 

Educational  Code  of  the  Prussian  Nation,  in  its  Present 
Form.  In  accordance  with  the  Decisions  of  the  Common  Pro- 
vincial Law,  and  with  those  of  Recent  Legislation.  Crown  Svo, 
2S.  6d. 

Education  Library.     Edited  by  Philip  Magnus  : — 

An  Introduction  to  the  History  of  Educational 
Theories.  By  Oscar  Browning,  M.A.  Second  Edition. 
y.  6d. 

Old  Greek  Education.  By  the  Rev.  Prof.  Mahaffy,  M.A. 
Second  Edition.     3^-.  6d. 

School  Management.  Including  a  general  view  of  the  work 
of  Education,  Organization  and  Discipline.  By  Joseph  Landon. 
Fifth  Edition.     6s. 

EDWARDES,  Major- General  Sir  Herbert  #.— Memorials  of  his 
Life  and' Letters.  By  his  Wife.  With  Portrait  and  Illustra- 
tions.    2  vols.     Demy  Svo.     36s. 

ELSDALE,  Henry. — Studies  in  Tennyson's  Idylls.  Crown  Svo,  5.5-. 

Emerson's  (Ralph  "Waldo)  Life.  By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes. 
English  Copyright  Edition.     With  Portrait.      Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Enoch  the  Prophet.  The  Book  of.  Archbishop  Laurence's  Trans- 
lation, with  an  Introduction  by  the  Author  of  "  The  Evolution  of 
Christianity."     Crown  Svo,  5-r. 

Eranus.  A  Collection  of  Exercises  in  the  Alcaic  and  Sapphic  Metre-. 
Edited  by  F.  W.  Cornish,  Assistant  Master  at  Eton.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s. 

EVANS,  Mart.— The  Story  of  Our  Father's  Love,  told  to 
Children.  Sixth  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Four  Illustrations. 
Fcap.  Svo,  is.  6d. 
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"Fan  Kwae"  at  Canton  before  Treaty  Days  1825-1844. 
By  an  old  Resident.     With  Frontispiece.      Crown  8vo,  $s. 

Faith  of  the  Unlearned,  The.     Authority,  apart  from  the  Sanction 

of  Reason,  an  Insufficient  Basis  for  It.     By  "One  Unlearned." 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
FEIS,    Jacob.—  Shakspere   and    Montaigne.      An   Endeavour  to 

Explain  the  Tendency  of  Hamlet  from  Allusions  in  Contemporary 

Works.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

FLOREDICE,  W.  II— K  Month  among  the  Mere  Irish.  Small 
crown  Svo.     Second  Edition.     35.  6d. 

Frank  Leward.     Edited  by  Charles  Bampton.     Crown  8vo,  7.?.  6d. 

FULLER, Rev.  Morris.— The  Lord's  Day  ",  or,  Christian  Sunday. 
Its  Unity,  History,  Philosophy,  and  Perpetual  Obligation. 
Sermons.     Demy  Svo,  105.  6d. 

GARDINER,  Samuel  R.,  and  J.  BASS  MULLINGER,  M.A.— 
Introduction  to  the  Study  of  English  History.  Second 
Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  gs. 

GARDNER,  Dorse}'.— Quatre  Bras,  Ligny,  and  Waterloo.  A 
Narrative  of  the  Campaign  in  Belgium,  1S15.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.     Demy  Svo,  16s. 

GELDART,  E.  M. — Echoes   of    Truth.      Sermons,    with   a   Short 

Selection  of  Prayers  and  an  Introductory  Sketch,   by  the  Rev. 

C.  B.  Upton.     Crown  Svo,  6,r. 
Genesis  in  Advance  of  Present  Science.    A  Critical  Investigation 

of  Chapters  I. -IX.     By  a  Septuagenarian  Beneficed  Presbyter. 

Demy  Svo.     \os.  6d. 

GEORGE,  Henry.—  Progress  and  Poverty  :  An  Inquiry  into  the 
Causes  of  Industrial  Depressions,  and  of  Increase  of  Want  with 
Increase  of  Wealth.  The  Remedy.  Fifth  Library  Edition. 
Post  Svo,  *]s.  6d.  Cabinet  Edition.  Crown  Svo,  2.-.  6d.  Also  a 
Cheap  Edition.     Limp  cloth,  is.  6d.     Paper  covers,  is. 

Protection,  or  Free  Trade.  An  Examination  of  the  Tariff 
Question,  with  especial  regard  to  the  Interests  of  Labour.  Crown 
Svo,  5-r. 

Social  Problems.  Fourth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo,  5^.  Cheap 
Edition.     Paper  covers,  is. 

GLANVILL,  Joseph.—  Scepsis  Scientiflca  ",  or,  Confest  Ignorance, 
the  Way  to  Science  ;  in  an  Essay  of  the  Vanity  of  Dogmatizing 
and  Confident  Opinion.  Edited,  with  Introductory  Essay,  by 
John  Owen.     Elzevir  Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  6s. 

Glossary  of  Terms  and  Phrases.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  II.  Percy 
Smith  and  others.  Second  and  Cheaper  Edition.  Medium 
Svo,  ys.  6d. 
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GLOVER,  F,  M.A.— Exempla  Latina.  A  First  Construing  Book, 
with  Short  Notes,  Lexicon,  and  an  Introduction  to  the  Analysis 
of  Sentences.     Second  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  zs. 

GOLDSMID,  Sir  Francis  Henry,  Bart.,  Q.C.,  M.P.— Memoir  of. 
With  Portrait.     Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

GOODEXOUGH,  Commodore  J.  G.—  Memoir  of,  with  Extracts  from 
his  Letters  and  Journals.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  With  Steel 
Engraved  Portrait.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

GORDO X,  Major-Gehl.  C.  G.  —  His  Journals  at  Kartoum. 
Printed  from  the  original  MS.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
A.  Egmont  Hake.  Portrait,  2  Maps,  and  30  Illustrations. 
Two  vols.,  demy  Svo,  2is.  Also  a  Cheap  Edition  in  1  vol.,  6s. 
Gordon's  (General)  Last  Journal.  A  Facsimile  of  the  last 
Journal  received  in  England  from  General  Gordon.  Repro- 
duced by  Photo-lithography.  Imperial  4to,  ^3  3J. 
Events  in  his  Life.  From  the  Day  of  his  Birth  to  the  Day  of 
his  Death,  By  Sir  II.  W.  Gordon.  With  Maps  and  Illus- 
trations.    Demy  Svo,  lSs. 

GOSSE,  Edmund.  —  Seventeenth  Century  Studies.  A  Contri- 
bution to  the  History  of  English  Poetry.     Demy  Svo,  \os.  6d. 

GOULD,  Rev.  S.  Baring,  M.A.— Germany,  Present  and  Past. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

GOWAX,   Major   Walter  E.—A.   Ivanoff's  Russian  Grammar. 

(16th  Edition.)     Translated,  enlarged,  and  arranged  for  use  of 

Students  of  the  Russian  Language.     Demy  Svo,  6s. 

GOJFER,  Lord  Ronald.    My  Reminiscences.   Miniature  Edition, 

printed  on  hand-made  paper,  limp  parchment  antique,  ioj.  6d. 

Last  Days   of   Mary   Antoinette.      An   Historical    Sketch. 

With  Portrait  and  Facsimiles.     Fcap.  4to,  io.r.  6d. 
Notes  of   a   Tour    from  Brindisi  to  Yokohama,  1883- 
1884.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
GRAHAM,  William,  M.A.— The  Creed  of  Science,  Religious,  Moral, 
and  Social.     Second  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
The    Social    Problem,    in    its    Economic,    Moral,    and 
Political  Aspects.     Demy  Svo,  I4J-. 
GREY,  Rowland.— In  Sunny  Switzerland.     A  Tale  of  Six  V 
Second  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
Lindenblumen  and  other  Stories.     Small  crown  S\ 
GRLMLEY,  Rev.  LI.  X.,  M.A.—  Tremadoc  Sermons,  chiefly  on 
the    Spiritual    Body,   the  Unseen   World,    and    the 
Divine  Humanity.     Fourth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

GUSTAFSON,  Alex.— Tike  Foundation  of  Death.     Thii 
Crown  Svo,  $s. 
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G US  TAFSOX,  Alex,  —continued. 

Some  Thoughts  on    Moderation.     Reprinted  from  a  Paper 

read  at   the  Reeve   Mission    Room,  Manchester   Square,  June  S, 

1S85.     Crown  Svo,  is. 
//ADDON,   Caroline.— The   Larger   Life,   Studies   in    Hinton's 

Ethics.     Crown  Svo,  5J. 
HAECKEL,  Prof.  Ernst.— The  History  of  Creation.     Translation 

revised  by  Professor  E.  Ray  Lankester,  M.A.,  F.R.S.     With 

Coloured   Plates  and   Genealogical  Trees  of  the  various  groups 

of  both  Plants  and  Animals.      2  vols.      Third  Edition.      Post 

Svo,  32.C 
The  History  of   the  Evolution  of   Man.     With  numerous 

Illustrations.     2  vols.     Post  Svo,  32J. 

A  Visit  to  Ceylon.     Post  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

Freedom  in  Science  and  Teaching.     With  a  Prefatory  Note 
by  T.  H.  Huxley,  F.R.S.     Crown  Svo,  Jr. 

IIalf-Croyvx  Series  : — 

A  Lost  Love.     By  Anna  C.  Ogle  [Ashford  Owen]. 
Sister  Dora  :  a  Biography.     By  Margaret  Lonsdale. 

True  Words  for  Brave  Men  :  a  Book  for  Soldiers  and  Sailors. 

By  the  late  Charles  Kingsley. 
Notes  of  Travel  :  being  Extracts  from  the  Journals  of  Count  Vi  in 

Moltke. 
English  Sonnets.     Collected  and  Arranged  by  J.  Dennis, 

Home  Songs  for  Quiet  Hours.     By  the  Rev.  Canon  R.   II. 
Baynes. 
Hamilton,  Memoirs  of  Arthur,  B.A.,  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 

HARRIS,  William.— The  History  of  the  Radical  Party  in 
Parliament.     Demy  8vo,  1 5.?. 

HARROP,  Robert.—  Bolinghroke.  A  Political  Study  and  Criticism. 
Demy  Svo,  14.C 

HART,  Rev.  J.  W.  T.—  The  Autobiography  of  Judas  Iscariot. 
A  Character  Study.     Crown  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

HAWEIS,  Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.—  Current  Coin.  Materialism— The 
Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation 
— The  Sabbath.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

Arrows  in  the  Air.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 
Speech  in  Season.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5s. 
Thoughts  for  the  Times.     Thirteenth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 
Unsectarian  Family  Prayers.      New   Edition.     Fcap.    Svo, 
is.  6d. 


Kegan  Paul,   Trench  &  Co.'s  Publications.         13 

HAWKINS,  Edwards  Comerford. — Spirit  and  Form.  Sermons 
preached  in  the  Parish  Church  of  Leatherhead.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

II A  WTHORNE,  Nathaniel.— Works.  Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes. 
Large  post  8vo,  "js.  6d.  each  volume. 

Vol.     I.     Twice-told  Tales. 

II.     Mosses  from  an  Old  Manse. 

III.  The  House  of  the   Seven   Gables,   and   The    Snow 

Image. 

IV.  The  Wondereook,   Tanglewood  Tales,    and   Grand- 

father's Chair. 
V.    The  Scarlet  Letter,  and  The  Blithedale  Romance. 
VI.     The  Marble  Faun.     [Transformation.] 

Vj|j  [  Our  Old  Home,  and  English  Note-Books. 

IX.     American  Note-Books. 
X.     French  and  Italian  Note-Books. 

XL     Septimius  Felton,  The  Dolliver  Romance,  Faxshawe, 
and,  in  an  Appendix,  The  Ancestral  Footstep. 
XII.     Tales  and   Essays,  and   other    Papers,  with   a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Hawthorne. 

HEATH,  Francis  George. — Autumnal  Leaves.  Third  and  cheaper 
Edition.     Large  crown  8vo,  6s. 

Sylvan  Winter.     With  70  Illustrations.     Large  crown  8vo,  14.?, 

HE2VIYESSV,  Sir  John  /^'-—Ralegh  in  Ireland.  With  his  Letters 
on  Irish  Affairs  and  some  Contemporary  Documents.  Large  crown 
Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  parchment,  iar.  6d. 

IIEATRY,  Philip. — Diaries  and  Letters  of.  Edited  by  Matthew 
Henry  Lee,  M.A.     Large  crown  8vo,  Js.  6d. 

HINTON,  J.—  Life  and  Letters.  With  an  Introduction  by  Sir  W. 
W.  Gull,  Bart.,  and  Portrait  engraved  on  Steel  by  C.  H.  Jeens. 
Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  S.f.  6d. 

Philosophy  and  Religion.  Selections  from  the  Manuscripts  of 
the  late  James  Hinton.  Edited  by  Caroline  Haddon.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

The  Law  Breaker,  and  The  Coming  of  the  Law. 
Edited  by  Margaret  Hinton.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

The  Mystery  of  Pain.     New  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  is. 

Hodson  of  Hodson's  Horse  ;  or,  Twelve  Vears  of  a  Soldier's  Life 
in  India.  Being  extracts  from  the  Letters  of  the  late  Major 
VV.  S.  R.  Hodson.  With  a  Vindication  from  the  Attack  of  Mr. 
Bosworth  Smith.  Edited  by  his  brother,  G.  H.  Hodson,  M.A. 
Fourth  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  $s. 

HOLTHAM,  E.  G— Eight  Years  in  Japan,  1873-1881.  Work, 
Travel,  and  Recreation.    With  three  Maps.    Large  crown  Svo,  ys. 
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Homology  of  Economic  Justice.  An  Essay  by  an  East  India 
Merchant.      Small  crown  Svo,  5-f. 

HOOPER,  Mary. — Little  Dinners:  How  to  Serve  them  with 
Elegance  and  Economy.  Twentieth  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Cookery  for  Invalids,  Persons  of  Delicate  Digestion, 
and  Children.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Every-Day  Meals.  Being  Economical  and  Wholesome  Recipes 
for  Breakfast,  Luncheon,  and  Supper.  Sixth  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  2J.  6J. 

HOPKINS,  Ellice.  —"Work  amongst  Working  Men.  Sixth 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

HORNADA  Y,  W.  T.—  Two  Years  in  a  Jungle.  With  Illustrations. 
Demy  Svo,  2is. 

HOSPITALIER,  E.~ The  Modern  Applications  of  Electricity. 
Translated   and  Enlarged  by  Julius   Maier,   Ph.D.      2  vols. 
Second  Edition,   Revised,  with   many   additions    and   numerous 
Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  12s.  6d.  each  volume. 
Vol.  I. — Electric  Generators,  Electric  Light. 
Vol.   II. — Telephone  :     Various     Applications  :       Electrical 
Transmission  of  Energy. 

HOWARD,  Robert,  Jlf. A.— The  Church  of  England  and  other 
Religious  Communions.  A  course  of  Lectures  delivered  in 
the  Parish  Church  of  Clapham.     Crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

HUMPHREY,  Rev.    William.— The  Bible  and  Belief.     A  Letter 

to  a  Friend.     Small  Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

HUNTER,  William  C— Bits  of  Old  China.     Small  crown  8vo,  6s. 

HUNTINGFORD,  Rev.  E.,  D.C.L.— The  Apocalypse.  With  a 
Commentary  and  Introductory  Essay.     Demy  8vo,  $s, 

HUTCHINSON,  H— Thought  Symbolism,  and  Grammatic 
Illusions.  Being  a  Treatise  on  the  Nature,  Purpose,  and 
Material  of  Speech.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

HUTTON,  Rev.  C.  E. — Unconscious  Testimony  ;  or,  The  Silent 
Witness  of  the  Hebrew  to  the  Truth  of  the  Historical  Scriptures. 
Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

HYNDMAN,  H.  M.—Th&  Historical  Basis  of  Socialism  in 
England.     Large  crown  Svo,  Ss.  6d. 

1DDESLEIGH,  Earl  of.— The  Pleasures,  Dangers,  and  Uses 
of  Desultory  Reading.  Fcap.  Svo,  in  Whatman  paper 
cover,  is. 

IM  THURN,  Everard  F.—  Among  the  Indians  of  Guiana. 
Being  Sketches,  chiefly  anthropologic,  from  the  Interior  of  British 
Guiana.     With  53  Illustrations  and  a  Map.     Demy  Svo,  i8j. 
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JACCOUD,  Prof.  S.— The  Curability  and  Treatment  of  Pul- 
monary Phthisis.  Translated  and  edited  by  MONTAGU 
Lubbock,  M.D.     Demy  Svo,  15* 

Jaunt  in  a  Junk  :  A  Ten  Days'  Cruise  in  Indian  Seas.  Large  crown 
Svo,  7J-.  6d. 

JENKINS,  E.,  and  RAYMOND,  J—  The  Architect's  Legal 
Handbook.     Third  Edition,  revised.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

JENKINS,  Rev.  Canon  R.  C— Heraldry  ;  English  and  Foreign. 
With  a  Dictionary  of  Heraldic  Terms  and  156  Illustrations. 
Small  crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 

JERVIS,  Rev.  W.  Alv/.-Vr.  —  The  Gallican  Church  and  the 
Revolution.  A  Sequel  to  the  History  of  the  Church  of 
France,  from  the  Concordat  of  Bologna  to  the  Revolution. 
Demy  Svo,  iSs. 

JOEL,  L.—K  Consul's  Manual  and  Shipowner's  and  Ship- 
master's Practical  Guide  in  their  Transactions 
Abroad.  With  Definitions  of  Nautical,  Mercantile,  and  Legal 
Terms ;  a  Glossary  of  Mercantile  Terms  in  English,  French, 
German,  Italian,  and  Spanish  ;  Tables  of  the  Money,  Weights, 
and  Measures  of  the  Principal  Commercial  Nations  and  their 
Equivalents  in  British  Standards ;  and  Forms  of  Consular  and 
Notarial  Acts.     Demy  Svo,  12s. 

JOHNSTON,  H.  N,  F.Z.S.— The  Kilima-njaro  Expedition. 
A  Record  of  Scientific  Exploration  in  Eastern  Equatorial  Africa, 
and  a  General  Description  of  the  Natural  History,  Languages, 
and  Commerce  of  the  Kilima-njaro  District.  With  6  Maps,  and 
over  So  Illustrations  by  the  Author.     Demy  Svo,  21s. 

JOYCE,  P.  IF.,  LL.D.,  etc.— Old  Celtic  Romances.  Translated 
from  the  Gaelic.     Crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

KAUFMANN,  Rev.  M.,  B.A.—  Socialism  :  its  Nature,  its    Dangers, 
and  its  Remedies  considered.     Crown  Svo,  ,s.  6d. 
Utopias  ;  or,  Schemes  of  Social  Improvement,  from  Sir  Thomas 
More  to  Karl  Marx.     Crown  Svo,  5.?. 

KA  Y,  Dazid,  F.R.G.S.—  Education  and  Educators.     Crown  Svo, 

•js.  6d. 
KAY,  Joseph.— Tree  Trade  in  Land.     Edited  by  his  Widow.     With 

Preface   by  the   Right    Hon.   Jonx    Bright,    M.P.       Seventh 

Edition.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 
*#*  Also  a  cheaper  edition,  without  the  Appendix,  but  with  a  Revise 

of  Recent  Changes  in  the  Land  Laws  of  England,  by  the  Right 

Hox.G.  Osborne  Morgan,  Q.C.,  M.P.     Cloth,  ur.  6d.     Paper 

covers,  is. 

KELKE,  W.  II.  II.— An  Epitome  of  English  Grammar  for 
the  Use  of  Students.  Adapted  to  the  London  Matriculation 
Course  and  Similar  Examinations.     Crown  Svo,  4J.  6d, 
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KEMPIS,  Thomas  ct.—Oi  the  Imitation  of  Christ.  Parchment: 
Library  Edition. — Parchment  or  cloth,  6s.  ;  vellum,  "js.  6d.  The 
Red  Line  Edition,  fcap.  8vo,  red  edges,  2s.  6d.  The  Cabinet 
Edition,  small  Svo,  cloth  limp,  Is.  ;  cloth  boards,  red  edges,  is.  6d. 
The  Miniature  Edition,  red  edge's,  321110,  is. 
*„*     All  the  above  Editions  may  be  had  in  various  extra  bindings. 

KETTLEWELL,  Rev.  ^.—Thomas  a.  Kempis  and  the  Brothers 
of  Common  Life.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  js.  6d. 

KIDD,  Joseph,  M.D. — The  Laws  of  Therapeutics  ;  or,  the  Science 
and  Art  of  Medicine.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

KINGSFORD,  Anna,  JII.D.—The  Perfect  'Way  in  Diet.  A 
Treatise  advocating  a  Return  to  the  Natural  and  Ancient  Food  of 
our  Race.     Second  Edition.     Small  crown  8vo,  2s. 

KINGSLEY,  Charles,  M.A.— Letters  and  Memories  of  his  Life. 
Edited  by  his  Wife.     With  two   Steel  Engraved  Portraits,  and 
Vignettes  on  Wood.     Fifteenth  Cabinet  Edition.    2  vols.    Crown 
Svo,  12s. 
%*  Also  a  People's  Edition,  in  one  volume.    With  Portrait.    Crown 
Svo,  6s. 
All  Saints'  Day,  and  other  Sermons.      Edited  by  the  Rev.   W. 
Harrison.     Third  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

True   Words    for     Brave    Men.      A   Book   for   Soldiers'   and 
Sailors'  Libraries.     Eleventh  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

KNOX,  Alexander  A. — The  New  Playground  ;  or,  Wanderings  in 
Algeria.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  6s. 

Land  Concentration  and  Irresponsibility  of  Political  Power, 
as  causing  the  Anomaly  of  a  Widespread  State  of  Want  by  the 
Side  of  the  Vast  Supplies  of  Nature.     Crown  8vo,  $s. 

LANDON,  Joseph. — School  Management ",  Including  a  General  View 
of  the  Work  of  Education,  Organization,  and  Discipline.  Fifth 
Edition.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

LEE,  Rev.  F.  G.,  D.C.L.— The  Other  World  ;  or,  Glimpses  of  the 
Supernatural.     2  vols.     A  New  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  i^s. 

Letters  from  an  Unknown  Friend.  By  the  Author  of  "  Charles 
Lowder."  With  a  Preface  by  the  Rev.  W.  PI.  Cleaver.  Fcap. 
Svo,  is. 

Leward,  Frank.     Edited  by  Charles  Bampton.    Crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

LEWIS,  Edward  Dillon— K  Draft  Code  of  Criminal  Law  and 
Procedure.     Demy  Svo,  21s. 

Life  of  a  Prig.     By  One.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  3J.  6d. 

LILLIE,    Arthur,   M.R.A.S.—The    Popular   Life    of    Buddha. 

Containing  an  Answer  to  the  Hibbert  Lectures  of  1S81.     With 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
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LLOYD,  Walter. — The  Hope  of  the  "World  :  An  Essay  on  Universal 
Redemption.     Crown  Svo,  5-r. 

LONGFELLOW,  LI.  Wadsworth.—lAie.  By  his  Brother,  Samuel 
Longfellow.  With  Portraits  and  Illustrations.  2  vols.  Demy 
Svo,  28J. 

LONSDALE,  Margaret.  — Sister  Dora  :  a  Biography.  With  Portrait. 
Cheap  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

George  Eliot :   Thoughts  upon  her  Life,  her  Books,  and 
Herself.     Second  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  is.  bd. 

LOUNSBURY,  Thomas  R  —  James  Fenimore  Cooper.  With 
Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  ~>s. 

LOWDER,  Charles.— A  Biography.     By  the  AutW  of  "  St.  Teresa." 

New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo.      With  Portrait,     y.  6d. 

I.UCKES,  Eva  C.  E. — Lectures  on  General  Nursing,  delivered  to 

the  Probationers  of   the  London  Hospital  Training  School  for 

Nurses.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
LYALL,   William  Rowe,  D.D. — Propsedeia  Prophetica  ;  or,   The 

Use  and  Design  of  the  Old  Testament  Examined.     New  Edition. 

With  Notices  by  George  C.  Pearson,  M.A.,  Hon.   Canon  of 

Canterbury.     Demy  Svo,  10s.  6d. 

LYTTON,  Edward  Bul-wer,  Lord.— Life,  Letters  and  Literary 
Remains. '  By  his  Son,  the  Earl  of  Lytton.  With  Portraits, 
Illustrations  and  Facsimiles.     Demy  8vo.     Vols.  I.  and  II.,  32J-. 

MACAULAY,  G.  C— Francis  Beaumont  :  A  Critical  Study.  Crown 

8vo,  5-c 
MAC  CALLUM,  M.  W—  Studies  in  Low  German  and  High 

German  Literature.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
MACHLAVELLL,  Niccolb.  —  Life  and  Times.     By  Prof.  Villari. 

Translated  by  Linda  Villari.     4  vols.     Large  post  Svo,  48.;. 

MACHlAVELLI,  Niccolb. — Discourses  on   the  First  Decade  of 
Titus  Livius.     Translated  from  the  Italian  by  NlNlAN  Hill 
Thomson,  M.A.     Large  crown  Svo,  12.C 
The  Prince.     Translated  from  the  Italian  by  N.   H.  T.     Small 
crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  bevelled  boards,  6s. 

MACKENZLE,  Alexander. — How  India  is  Governed.  Being  an 
Account  of  England's  Work  in  India.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s. 

MAGNUS,  Mrs. — About  the  Jews  since  Bible  Times.  From  the 
Babylonian  Exile  till  the  English  Exodus.      Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 

MAGULRE,  Tliomas. — Lectures  on  Philosophy.     Demy  Svo,  gs. 

MALR,  R.  S.,  M.D.,  F.R.C.S.E.— The  Medical  Guide  for  Anglo- 
Indians.  Being  a  Compendium  of  Advice  to  Europeans  in 
India,  relating  to  the  Preservation  and  Regulation  of  Health. 
With  a  Supplement  on  the  Management  of  Children  in  India. 
Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  limp  cloth,  y.  6d. 
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MALDEN,  Henry  Elliot.—  Vienna,  1683.  The  History  and  Conse- 
quences of  the  Defeat  of  the  Turks  before  Vienna,  September 
12th,  16S3,  by  John  Sobieski,  King  of  Poland,  and  Charles 
Leopold,  Duke  of  Lorraine.     Crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

Many  Voices.  A  volume  of  Extracts  from  the  Religious  Writers  of 
Christendom  from  the  First  to  the  Sixteenth  Century.  With 
Biographical  Sketches.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  red  edges,  6s. 

MAR  AHA  M,  Capt.  Albert  Hastings,  R.N.—  The  Great  Frozen  Sea  : 

A  Personal  Narrative  of  the  Voyage  of  the  Alert  during  the  Arctic 
Expedition  of  1875-6.  With  6  Full-page  Illustrations,  2  Maps, 
and  27  Woodcuts.     Sixth  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

MAR  TINEA  U,  Gertrude.— Outline  Lessons  on  Morals.  Small 
crown  Svo,  31.  6d. 

MAUDSLEY,  H,  M.D.— Body  and  Will.  Being  an  Essay  con- 
cerning Will,  in  its  Metaphysical,  Physiological,  and  Pathological 
Aspects.     8vo,  \2.s. 

Natural  Causes    and    Supernatural  Seemings.      Crown 
Svo,  6s.  m 
McGRATH,   Terence.—  Pictures  from  Ireland.     New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s. 

MEREDITH,  M.A. — Theotokos,  the  Example  for  Woman. 
Dedicated,  by  permission,  to  Lady  Agnes  Wood.  Revised  by 
the  Venerable  Archdeacon  Denison.     321110,  limp  cloth,  is.  6d. 

MILLER,  Edward. — The  History  and  Doctrines  of  Irvingism  ; 
or,  The  so-called  Catholic  and  Apostolic  Church.  2  vols.  Large 
post  Svo,  255. 

The  Church  in  Relation  to  the  State.     Large  crown  Svo, 
•js.  6d. 

MITCHELL,  Lucy  M.—K  History  of  Ancient  Sculpture.  With 
numerous  Illustrations,  including  6  Plates  in  Phototype.  Super 
royal  Svo,  42^. 

MITFORD,  Bertram.—  Through  the  Zulu  Country.  Its  Battle- 
fields and  its  People.     With  Five  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  is,s. 

MOCKLER,  E. — A  Grammar  of  the  Baloochee  Language,  as 
it  is  spoken  in  Makran  (Ancient  Gedrosia),  in  the  Persia- Arabic 
and  Roman  characters.     Fcap.  Svo,  $s. 

MOLESWORTH,  Rev.  W.  Hassan,  M.A.— History  of  the  Church 
of  England  from  1660.     Large  crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

MORELL,  J.  R. — Euclid  Simplified  in  Method  and  Language. 
Being  a  Manual  of  Geometry.  Compiled  from  the  most  important 
French  Works,  approved  by  the  University  of  Paris  and  the 
Minister  of  Public  Instruction.     Fcap.  Svo,  zs.  6d. 

•MORGAN,  C.  Lloyd. — The  Springs  of  Conduct.  An  Essay  in 
Evolution.     Large  crown  Svo,  cloth,  "js.  6d. 


Kegan  Paid,  Trench  &  Co.'s  Publications.         19 

MORRIS,  George.— The  Duality  of  all  Divine  Truth  in  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  For  God's  Self-manifestation  in  the  Impar- 
tation  of  the  Divine  Nature  to  Man.     Large  crown  Svo,  "]s.  6d. 

MORSE,  E.  S.,  Pa.E>.— First  Book  of  Zoology.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

NELSON,  J.  H.,  M.A.—K  Prospectus  of  the  Scientific  Study 
of  the  Hindu  Law.     Demy  Svo,  ox 

NEWMAN,  Cardinal. — Characteristics  from  the  Writings  of. 
Being  Selections  from  his  various  Works.      Arranged  with  the 
Author's  personal  Approval.     Seventh  Edition.     With  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 
***  A  Portrait  of  Cardinal  Newman,  mounted  for  framing,  can 
be  had,  2s.  6d. 

NEWMAN,  Francis  William. —  Essays  on  Diet.  Small  crown  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s. 

New  Truth  and  the  Old  Faith:  Are  they  Incompatible?  By  a 
Scientific  Layman.     Demy  Svo,  ior.  6d. 

New  Social  Teachings.     By  Politicus.     Small  crown  Svo,  <$s. 

NICOLS,  Arthur,  F.G.S.,  F.R.G.S.— Chapters  from  the  Physical 
History  of  the  Earth  :  an  Introduction  to  Geology  and 
Paleontology.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

NOEL,  77ie  Hon.  Rodcn.— Essays  on  Poetry  and  Poets.  Demy 
Svo,  \2S. 

NOPS,  Marianne. — Class  Lessons  on  Euclid.  Part  I.  containing 
the  First  Two  Books  of  the  Elements.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Nuces :  Exercises  on  the  Syntax  of  the  Public  School  Latix 
Primer.     New  Edition  in  Three  Parts.     Crown  Svo,  each  is. 
***  The  Three  Parts  can  also  be  had  bound  together,  %s. 

OATES,  Frank,  F.R.G.S.— Matabele  Land  and  the  Victoria 
Falls.  A  Naturalist's  Wanderings  in  the  Interior  of  South 
Africa.  Edited  by  C.  G.  Oates,  B.A.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  4  Maps.     Demy  Svo,  21s. 

O'CONNOR,  T.  P.,  M.P.— The  Parnell  Movement.  With  a 
Sketch  of  Irish  Parties  from  1843.     Large  crown  8vo,  Js.  6d. 

OGLE,  IV.,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.—Kt\<sXo\\q  on  the  Parts  of  Animals. 
Translated,  with  Introduction  and  Notes.     Royal  Svo,  \2s.  6 ./. 

CPHAGAN,  Lord,  1\.P.  —  Occasional  Papers  and  Addresses, 
Large  crown  Svo,  ?s.  6d. 

CMEARA,  Kathleen. — Frederic  Ozanam,  Professor  of  the  Sorbonnc  : 
His  Life  and  Work.     Second  Edition.    Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

Henri  Perreyve  and   his  Counsels  to  the  Sick.     Small 
crown  Svo,  5^. 
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One  and  a  Half   in  Norway.     A  Chronicle   of  Small  Beer.     By 

Either  and  Both.     Small  crown  8vo,  3s.  6d. 
0' NEIL,  the  late  Rev.  Lord.—  Sermons.     With  Memoir  and  Portrait. 

Crown  8vo,  6.r. 
Essays  and  Addresses.     Crown  8vo,  $s. 
Only   Passport  to   Heaven,    The.     By  One  who  has  it.     Small 

crown  Svo,  is,  6d. 

OSBORNE,  Rev.  IV.  A.—TYie  Revised  Version  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament. A  Critical  Commentary,  with  Notes  upon  the  Text. 
Crown  Svo,  $s. 

OTTLEY,  H.  Bichersteth.— The  Great  Dilemma.  Christ  His  Own 
Witness  or  His  Own  Accuser.  Six  Lectures.  Second  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

Our  Public  Schools— Eton,  Harrow,  Winchester,  Rugby, 
Westminster,  Marlborough,  The  Charterhouse. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 

OWEN,  F.  M. — John  Keats  :  a  Study.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Across  the  Hills.     Small  crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

OWEN,  Rev.  Robert,  B.D. — Sanctorale  Catholicum  ;  or,  Book  of 
Saints.  With  Notes,  Critical,  Exegetical,  and  Historical.  Demy 
Svo,  185. 

OXONIENSIS.  —  Romanism,  Protestantism,  Anglicanism. 
Being  a  Layman's  View  of  some  questions  of  the  Day.  Together 
with  Remarks  on  Dr.  Littledale's  "Plain  Reasons  against  join- 
ing the  Church  of  Rome."     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

PALMER,  the  late  William.—  Notes  of  a  Visit  to  Russia  in 
1840-1841.  Selected  and  arranged  by  John  H.  Cardinal 
Newman,  with  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  8s.  6d. 

Early  Christian  Symbolism.  A  Series  of  Compositions  from 
Fresco  Paintings,  Glasses,  and  Sculptured  Sarcophagi.  Edited 
by  the  Rev.  Provost  Northcote,  D.D.,  and  the  Rev.  Canon 
Brownlow,  M.A.  With  Coloured  Plates,  folio,  42s.,  or  with 
Plain  Plates,  folio,  25.?. 

Parchment  Library.  Choicely  Printed  on  hand-made  paper,  limp 
parchment  antique  or  cloth,  6s.  ;  vellum,  Js.  6d.  each  volume. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  John  Milton.     2  vols. 

Letters  and  Journals  of  Jonathan  Swift.  Selected  and 
edited,  with  a  Commentary  and  Notes,  by  Stanley  Lane  Poole. 

De  Quincey's  Confessions  of  an  English  Opium  Eater. 
Reprinted  from  the  First  Edition.    Edited  by  Richard  Garnett. 

The  Gospel  according  to  Matthew,  Mark,  and  Luke. 
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Parchment  Library — continued. 

Selections  from  the  Prose  "Writings  of  Jonathan  Swift. 

With   a    Preface  and    Notes    by    Stanley    Lane-Poole   and 

Portrait. 

English  Sacred  Lyrics. 

Sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  Discourses.  Edited  by  Edmund 
Gosse. 

Selections  from  Milton's  Prose  Writings.  Edited  by 
Ernest  Myers. 

The  Book  of  Psalms.     Translated  by  the  Rev.  T.  K.  Cheyne, 

M.A. 
The  Vicar  of  "Wakefield.     With  Preface  and  Notes  by  Austin 

Dobson. 

English  Comic  Dramatists.     Edited  by  Oswald  Crawfurd. 

English  Lyrics. 

The  Sonnets  of  John  Milton.  Edited  by  Mark  Pattison. 
With  Portrait  after  Vertue. 

French  Lyrics.  Selected  and  Annotated  by  George  Saints- 
bury.  With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  designed  and  etched  by 
H.  G.  Glindoni. 

Fables  by  Mr.  John  Gay.  With  Memoir  by  Austin  Dobson, 
and  an  Etched  Portrait  from  an  unfinished  Oil  Sketch  by  Sir 
Godfrey  Kneller. 

Select  Letters  of  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Richard  Garnett. 

The  Christian  Year.  Thoughts  in  Verse  for  the  Sundays  and 
Holy  Days  throughout  the  Year.  With  Miniature  Portrait  of  the 
Rev.  J.  Keble,  after  a  Drawing  by  G.  Richmond,  R.A. 

Shakspere's  "Works.     Complete  in  Twelve  Volumes. 

Eighteenth  Century  Essays.  Selected  and  Edited  by  Austin 
Dobson.     With  a  Miniature  Frontispiece  by  R.  Caldecott. 

Q.  Horati  Flacci  Opera.  Edited  by  F.  A.  Cornish,  Assistant 
Master  at  Eton.  With  a  Frontispiece  after  a  design  by  L.  Alma 
Tadema,  etched  by  Leopold  Lowenstam. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe's  Poems.     With  an  Essay  on  his  Poetr 
Andrew  Lang,  and  a  Frontispiece  by  Linley  Sambourne. 

Shakspere's  Sonnets.  Edited  by  Edward  Dowden.  With  a 
Frontispiece    etched    by   Leopold    Lowenstam,    after   the    Death 

Mask. 

English    Odes.     Selected   by   Edmund   Gosse.     With    F 
piece  on  India  paper  by  Ilamo  Thornycroft,  A. R.A. 
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Parchment  Library — continued. 

Of  the  Imitation  of  Christ.  By  Thomas  a  Kempis.  A 
revised  Translation.  With  Frontispiece  on  India  paper,  from  a 
Design  by  W.  B.  Richmond. 

Poems  :  Selected  from  Percy  Bysshe  Shelley.  Dedicated  to 
Lady  Shelley.  With  a  Preface  by  Richard  Garnett  and  a 
Miniature  Frontispiece. 
PARSLOE,  Joseph.— Our  Railways.  Sketches,  Historical  and 
Descriptive.  With  Practical  Information  as  to  Fares  and  Rates, 
etc.,  and  a  Chapter  on  Railway  Reform.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

PASCAL,  Blaise.—  The  Thoughts  of.  Translated  from  the  Text  of 
Auguste  Mohnier,  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.  Large  crown  Svo,  with 
Frontispiece,  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  parchment  antique,  or 
cloth,  12s.  ;  vellum,  i$s. 

PAUL,  Alexander. — Short  Parliaments.  A  History  of  the  National 
Demand  for  frequent  General  Elections.    Small  crown  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

PAUL,  C.  Kegan. — Biographical  Sketches.  Printed  on  hand-made 
paper,  bound  in  buckram.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  Js.  6d. 

PEARSON,  Rev.  S. — Week-day  Living.  A  Book  for  Young  Men 
and  Women.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 

PENRICE,  Major  J. — Arabic  and  English  Dictionary  of  the 

Koran.    410,  21s. 
PESCHEL,  Dr.    Oscar.— The   Races  of  Man  and   their  Geo- 
graphical   Distribution.      Second   Edition.     Large   crown 

8vo,  gs. 
PHIPSON,    E. — The    Animal    Lore    of    Shakspeare's    Time. 

Including  Quadrupeds,  Birds,  Reptiles,  Fish  and  Insects.     Large 

post  Svo,  gs. 
PIDGEON,  Z>.— An  Engineer's  Holiday  ",   or,  Notes  of  a  Round 

Trip  from  Long.  o°  to  o°.      New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Large 

crown  Svo,  7-f.  6d. 
Old  World  Questions  and  New  World  Answers.   Second 

Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

Plain   Thoughts  for  Men.     Eight  Lectures  delivered  at  Forester's 

Hall,   Clerkenwell,  during  the  London  Mission,   18S4.     Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d ;  paper  covers,  is. 
POE,  Edgar  Allan. — Works  of.     With  an  Introduction  and  a  Memoir 

by  Richard  Henry  Stoddard.     In  6  vols.    With  Frontispieces 

and  Vignettes.     Large  crown  Svo,  6s.  each. 

POPE,  7.  Buckingham.  —  Railway  Rates  and   Radical  Rule. 

Trade  Questions  as  Election  Tests.     Crown  Svo,  is.  6d. 
PRLCE,    Prof.    Bonamy.  —  Chapters     on     Practical     Political 

Economy.     Being  the  Substance  of  Lectures  delivered  before 

the  University  of  Oxford.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown 

Svo,  \s. 
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Pulpit  Commentary,  The.     (Old  Testament  Series.)    Edited  by  the 
Rev.  J.  S.  ExelLj  M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  Canon  H.  D.  M.  Spence. 

Genesis.  By  the  Rev.  T.  "Whitelaw,  M.A.  With  Homilies  by 
the  Very  Rev.  J.  F.  Montgomery,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof.  R.  A. 
Redford,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev.  F.  Hastings,  Rev.  W. 
Roberts,  M.A.  An  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  the  Old 
Testament  by  the  Venerable  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.,  F.R.S. ; 
and  Introductions  to  the  Pentateuch  by  the  Right  Rev.  H.  Cot- 
terill,  D.D.,  and  Rev.  T.  Whitelaw,  M.A.  Eighth  Edition. 
1  vol.,  150. 

Exodus.  By  the  Rev.  Canon  Rawlinsox.  With  Homilies  by 
Rev.  J.  Orr,  Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.,  Rev.  C.  A.  Goodhart, 
Rev.  j.  Urquhart,  and  the  Rev.  H.  T.  Robjohns.  Fourth 
Edition.     2  vols.,  l8s. 

Leviticus.  By  the  Rev.  Prebendary  Meyrick,  M.A.  With 
Introductions  by  the  Rev.  R.  Collins,  Rev.  Professor  A.  Cave, 
and  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  Redford,  LL.B.,  Rev.  J.  A. 
Macdonald,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev.  S.  R.  Aldridge, 
LL.B.,  and  Rev.  McCheyne  Edgar.     Fourth  Edition.     15J. 

Numbers.  By  the  Rev.  R.  Wixtereotham,  LL.B.  With 
Homilies  by  the  Rev.  Professor  W.  Bixnie,  D.D.,  Rev.  E.  S. 
Prout,  M.A.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  and  an  Intro- 
duction by  the  Rev.  Thomas  Whitelaw,  M.A.  Fourth 
Edition.     155. 

Deuteronomy.  By  the  Rev.  W.  L.  Alexander,  D.D.  With 
Homilies  by  Rev.  C.  Clemance,  D.D.,  Rev.  L  Orr,  B.D., 
Rev.  R.  M.  EDGAR,  M.A.,  Rev.  D.  Davies,  M.A.  Fourth 
edition.      \^s. 

Joshua.  By  Rev.  J.  J.  LlAS,  M.A.  With  Homilies  by  Rev. 
S.  R.  Aldridge,  LL.B.,  Rev.  R.  Glover,  Rev.  E.  de 
Pressexse,  D.D.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney, 
M.A.  ;  and  an  Introduction  by  the  Rev.  A.  Plummer,  M.A. 
Fifth  Edition.     \2s.  6d. 

Judges  and  Ruth.  By  the  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells,  and 
Rev.  T.  Morison,  D.D.  With  Homilies  by  Rev.  A.  F.  Muir, 
M.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  W.  M.  Statham,  and 
Rev.  Professor  J.  Thomson,  M.A.     Fifth  Edition.     10s.  6d. 

1  Samuel.  By  the  Very  Rev.  R.  P.  Smith,  D.D.  With  Homilies 
by  Rev.  Donald  Fraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof.  Chapman,  and 
Rev.  B.  Dale.     Sixth  Edition.     15^. 

1  Kings.  By  the  Rev.  Joseph  Hammond,  LL.B.  With  Homilies 
by  the  Rev.  E.  de  Pressense,  D.D.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A., 
Rev.  A.  Rowland,  LL.B.,  Rev.  T.  A.  Macdonald,  and  Rev. 
J.  Urquhart.     Fourth  Edition.     15.C 
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Pulpit  Commentary,  The — continued. 

1  Chronicles.  By  the  Rev.  Prof.  P.  C.  Barker,  M.A.,  LL.B. 
With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  R. 
Tuck,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev.  F.  Whitfield, 
M.A.,  and  Rev.  Richard  Glover.     i$s. 

Ezra,  Nehemiah,  and  Esther.  By  Rev.  Canon  G.  Rawlinson, 
M.A.  With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev. 
Prof.  R.  A.  Redford,  LL.B.,  M.A.,  Rev.  W.  S.  Lewis,  M.A., 
Rev.  J.  A.  Macdonald,  Rev.  A.  Mackennal,  B.A.,  Rev.  W. 
Clarkson,  B.A.,  Rev.  F.  Hastings,  Rev.  W.  Dinwiddie, 
LL.B.,  Rev.  Prof.  Rowlands,  B.A.,  Rev.  G.  Wood,  B.A., 
Rev.  Prof.  P.  C.  Barker,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  and  the  Rev.  J.  S. 
Exell,  M.A.     Sixth  Edition.     1  vol.,  12s.  6d. 

Jeremiah.  (Vol.  I.)  By  the  Rev.  T.  K.  Cheyne,  M.A.  With 
Homilies  by  the  Rev.  W.  F.  Adknev,  M.A.,  Rev.  A.  F.  MuiR, 
M.A.,  Rev.  S.  Conway,  B.A.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A.,  and  Rev. 

D.  Young,  B.A.     Second  Edition.     15J. 

Jeremiah  (Vol.  II.)  and  Lamentations.  By  Rev.  T.  K. 
Cheyne,  ALA.  With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson, 
M.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  A.  F.  Muir,  M.A., 
Rev.  S.  Conway,  B.A.,  Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.     155. 

Pulpit  Commentary,  The.     (New  Testament  Series.) 

St.  Mark.  By  Very  Rev.  E.  Bickersteth,  D.D.,  Dean  of  Lich- 
field. With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof. 
Given,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  Johnson,  M.A.,  Rev.  A.  Rowland, 
B.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev.  A.  Muir,  and  Rev.  R.  Green.  Fifth 
Edition.     2  vols.,  21s. 

The  Acts  of  the  Apostles.  By  the  Bishop  of  Bath  and  Wells. 
With  Homilies  by  Rev.  Prof.  P.  C.  Barker,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  Rev. 
Prof.  E.  Johnson,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  R.  A.  Redford,  M.A., 
Rev.  R.  Tuck,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  Clarkson,  B.A.     Third  Edition. 

2  vols.,   2IS. 

I.Corinthians.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon  Farrar,  D.D.  With 
Homilies  by  Rev.  Ex-Chancellor  Lipscomb,  LL.D.,  Rev. 
David  Thomas,  D.D.,  Rev.  D.  Fraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  Prof. 
J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev.  J.  Waite,  B.A.,  Rev.  R.  Tuck, 
B.A.,  Rev.  E.  Hurndall,  M.A.,  and  Rev.  H.  Bremner,  B.D. 
Third  Edition.     Price  15.C 

II.  Corinthians  and  Galatians.  By  the  Ven.  Archdeacon 
Farrar,  D.D.,  and  Rev.  Preb.  E.  Huxtable.  With  Homilies 
by  Rev.  Ex-Chancellor  Lipscomd,  LL.D.,  Rev.  David  Thomas, 
D.D.,  Rev.  Donald  Fraser,  D.D.,  Rev.  R.  Tuck,  B.A.,  Rev. 

E.  Hurndall,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  J.  R.  Thomson,  M.A.,  Rev. 
R.  Finlayson,  B.A.,  Rev.  W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  R.  M, 
Edgar,  M.A.,  and  Rev.  T.  Croskerry,  D.D.     Price  21s. 
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Pulpit  Commentary,  The.  (New  Testament  Series.) — continued. 
Ephesians,  Phillipians,  and  Colossians.  By  the  Rev.  Prof. 
W.  G.  Elaikie,  D.D.,  Rev.  B.  C.  Caffin,  M.A.,  and  Rev.  G. 
G.  Findlay,  B.A.  "With  Homilies  by  Rev.  D.  Thomas,  D.D., 
Rev.  R.  M.  Edgar,  M.A.,  Rev.  R.  Finlayson,  B.A.,  Rev. 
W.  F.  Adeney,  M.A.,  Rev.  Prof.  T.  Croskerry,  D.D.,  Rev. 
E.  S.  Prout,  M.A.,  Rev.  Canon  Vernon  Hutton,  and 
Rev.  U.  R.  Thomas,  D.D.     Price  21s. 

Hebrews  and  James.  By  the  Rev.  J.  Barnby,  D.D.,  and  Rev. 
Prebendary  E.  C.  S.  Gibson,  M.A.  With  Homiletics  by  the 
Rev.  C.  Jerdan,  M.A.,  LL.B.,  and  Rev.  Prebendary  E.  C.  S. 
Gibson.  And  Homilies  by  the  Rev.  W.  Jones,  Rev.  C.  New, 
Rev.  D.  Young,  B.A.,  Rev.  J.  S.  Bright,  Rev.  T.  F.  Lcckyer, 
B.A.,  and  Rev.  C.  Jerdan,  M.A.,  LL.B.     Price  15^. 

PUNCHARD,  E.  G.,  D.D.— Christ  of  Contention.  Three  Essays. 
Fcap.  Svo,  2s. 

PUSEY,  Dr. — Sermons  for  the  Church's  Seasons  from 
Advent  to  Trinity.  Selected  from  the  Published  Sermons 
of  the  late  Edward  Bouverie  Pusey,  D.D.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 

RANKE,  Leopold  von. — Universal  History.  The  oldest  Historical 
Group  of  Nations  and  the  Greeks.  Edited  by  G.  W.  Prothero. 
Demy  Svo,  ids. 

REND  ELL,  J.  ^/.—Concise  Handbook  of  the  Island  of 
Madeira.  With  Plan  of  Funchal  and  Map  of  the  Island.  Fcap. 
Svo,  is.  6d. 
REYNOLDS,  Rev.  J.  IF.—  The  Supernatural  in  Nature.  A 
Verification  by  Free  Use  of  Science.  Third  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.  Demy  Svo,  14^. 
The    Mystery   of    Miracles.     Third    and    Enlarged    Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
The  Mystery  of  the  Universe  ;  Our  Common  Faith.     Demy 
Svo,  14.?. 
RLBOT,  Prof.  Th. — Heredity :  A  Psychological  Study  on  its  Phenomena, 
its    Laws,    its   Causes,   and   its    Consequences.     Second   Edition. 
Large  crown  Svo,  gs. 
RIMJMER,  William,  M.D.—  Art  Anatomy.     A  Portfolio  of  Si  Plates. 

Folio,  70^.,  nett. 
ROBERTSON,   The  late  Rev.  F.    W.,  M.A.—lAfe  and  Letters  of. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  Stopford  Brooke,  M.A. 

I.  Two  vols.,  uniform  with  the  Sermons.     With  Steel  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  7-f.  6d. 
II.   Library  Edition,  in  Demy  Svo,  with  Portrait.     12s. 
III.   A  Popular  Edition,  in  I  vol.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Sermons.     Four  Series.     S.nall  crown  Svo,  3J.  6d.  each. 
The  Human  Race,  and  other  Sermons.     Preached  at  Chelten- 
ham, Oxford,  and  Brighton.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Small 
crown  Svo,  3.'.  6d. 
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ROBERTSON,  The  late  Rev.  F.  TV.,  M. A. —continued. 

Notes  on  Genesis.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.    Small  crown  Svo, 

y.  6d. 
Expository    Lectures    on    St.    Paul's    Epistles    to    the 

Corinthians.     A  New  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  5*. 
Lectures  and  Addresses,  with  other  Literary  Remains.     A  New 

Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
An  Analysis  of  Tennyson's  "  In  Memoriam."    (Dedicated 

by  Permission  to  the  Poet-Laureate.)     Fcap.  Svo,  2s. 
The  Education  of  the  Human  Race.     Translated  from  the 
German  of  Gotthold  Ephraim  Lessing.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
The  above  Works  can  also  be  had,  bound  in  half  morocco. 
%*  A  Portrait  of  the  late  Rev.  F.  W.  Robertson,  mounted  for  framing, 
can  be  had,  2s.  6d. 
ROMANES,   G.   J.  —  Mental  Evolution  in  Animals.     With  a 
Posthumous  Essay  on   Instinct  by  Charles  Darwin,   F.R.S. 
Demy  Svo,  \2s. 
ROOSEVELT,    Theodore.      Hunting    Trips    of    a    Ranchman. 
Sketches   of  Sport   on   the   Northern  Cattle   Plains.     With   26 
Illustrations.     Royal  Svo,  I&r. 
Rosmini's    Origin    of    Ideas.       Translated   from   the   Fifth   Italian 
Edition  of  the  Nuovo  Saggio  SulV  origine  delle  idee.     3  vols. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth,  i6j.  each. 
Rosmini's  Psychology.     3  vols.     Demy  Svo.     [Vols.  I.  and  II.  now 

ready,  16^.  each. 
Rosmini's  Philosophical   System.      Translated,  with  a  Sketch  of 
the    Author's    Life,  Bibliography,    Introduction,    and   Notes  by 
Thomas  Davidson.     Demy  Svo,  \ds. 
RULE,' Martin,  M.A.—Th.e   Life  and  Times  of  St.  Anselm, 
Archbishop     of    Canterbury    and    Primate    of    the 
Britains.     2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  32X. 
SAMUEL,  Sydney  M.—  Jewish  Life  in   the  East.      Small  cro\ui 

Svo,  3.f.  6d. 
SARTORLUS,  Ernestine. — Three  Months  in  the  Soudan.     With 

II  Full-page  Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  14s. 
SAYCE,  Rev.  Archibald  Henry.— -Introduction  to  the  Science  of 

'Language.  2  vols.  Second  Edition.  Large  post  Svo,  2,1s. 
SCOONES,  IV.  Baftiste.—Foav  Centuries  of  English  Letters: 
A  Selection  of  350  Letters  by  150  Writers,  from  the  Period  of  the 
Paston  Letters  to  the  Present  Time.  Third  Edition.  Large 
crown  Svo,  6s. 
SEE,  Prof.  Germain.— Bacillary  Phthisis  of  the  Lungs.  Trans- 
lated and  edited  for  English  Practitioners  by  William  Henry 
Weddell,  M.R.C.S.     Demy  Svo,  ior.  6d. 
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Shakspere's  "Works.  The  Avon  Edition,  12  vols.,  fcap.  Svo,  cloth, 
1  Si-.  ;  in  cloth  box,  z\s.  ;  bound  in  6  vols.,  cloth,  15^. 

SHILLITO,  Rev.  Joseph. — Womanhood  :  its  Duties,  Temptations, 
and  Privileges.  A  Book  for  Young  Women.  Third  edition. 
Crown  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

SIDNEY^  Algernon.— A  Review.  By  Gertrude  M.  Ireland  Black- 
burn e.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

Sister  Augustine,  Superior  of  the  Sisters  of  Charity  at  the  St. 
Johannis  Hospital  at  Bonn.  Authorised  Translation  by  Hans 
Tharau,  from  the  German  "Memorials  of  Amalie  von 
Lasaulx."     Cheap  Edition.     Large  crown  Svo,  4s.  6d. 

SKINNER,  James. — A  Memoir.    By  the  Author  of  "Charles  Lowder. " 
With   a   Preface   by   the   Rev.   Canon    Carter,    and    Portrait. 
Large  crown,  7-r.  6d. 
%•  Also  a  cheap  Edition.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  3.?.  6a. 

SMITH,  Edward,  M.D.,  LL.B.,  F.R.S.— Tubercular  Consump- 
tion in  its  Early  and  Remediable  Stages.  Second 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

SMITH,  Sir  JV.  Cusaek,  BarL—0\xr  War  Ships.  A  Naval  Essay. 
Crown  Svo,  $s. 

Spanish  Mystics.     By  the  Editor  of  "  Many  Voices."     Crown  Svo,  5-r. 

Specimens  of  English  Prose  Style  from  Malory  to  Ma- 
caulay.  Selected  and  Annotated,  with  an  Introductory  Essay, 
by  George  Saintsbury.  Large  crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand- 
made paper,  parchment  antique  or  cloth,  12s.  ;  vellum,  l$s. 

SPEDDING,  James.— Reviews  and  Discussions,  Literary, 
Political,  and  Historical  not  relating  to  Bacon.  Demy 
Svo,  1 2 s.  6d. 
Evenings  with  a  Reviewer  ",  or,  Macaulay  and  Bacon. 
With  a  Prefatory  Notice  by  G.  S.  Yenables,  Q.C.  2  vols. 
Demy  Svo,  iSs. 

STAFFER,  iW.  — Shakespeare  and  Classical  Antiquity: 
Greek  and  Latin  Antiquity  as  presented  in  Shakespeare's  Plays. 
Translated  by  Emily  J.  Carey.     Large  post  Svo,  12s. 

STATHJM,  F.  Reginald.— Free  Thought  and  Truth  Thought. 
A  Contribution  to  an  Existing  Argument.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

STEVENSON,  Rez:  JV.  F—  Hymns  for  the  Church  and  Home. 
Selected  and  Edited  by  the  Rev.  W.  Fleming  Stevenson. 

The  Hymn  Book  consists  of  Three  Parts  :— I.  For  Public 
Worship.— II.  For  Family  and  Private  Worship. — III. 
For  Children.  Small  Edition.  Cloth  limp,  lod. ; 
cloth  boards,  is.  Large  Type  Edition.  Cloth  limp, 
is.  3d.  ',  cloth  boards,  is.  6d. 

Stray  Papers  on  Education,  and  Scenes  from  School  Life.  By  B.  H. 
Second  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  3s.  6d. 

STREATFEIID,  Rev.  G.  S., M.A.— Lincolnshire  and  the  Danes. 
Large  crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 
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STRECKER-  WISLICENUS.— Organic  Chemistry.  Translated  and 
Edited,  with  Extensive  Additions,  by  W.  R.  Hodgkinson, 
Ph.D.,  and  A.  J.  Greenaway,  F.I.C.  Second  and  cheaper 
Edition.     Demy  8vo,  \is.  6d. 

Suakin,  1885  ",  being  a  Sketch  of  the  Campaign  of  this  year.  By  an 
Officer  who  was  there.      Second  Edition.      Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

SULLY,  James,  MA. — Pessimism  :  a  History  and  a  Criticism. 
Second  Edition.     Demy  8vo,  14.C 

Sunshine  and  Sea.  A  Yachting  Visit  to  the  Channel  Islands  and 
Coast  of  Brittany.  With  Frontispiece  from  a  Photograph  and  24 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

SWEDENBORG,  Email.— De  Cultu  et  Amore  Dei  ubi  Agitur 
de  Telluris  ortu,  Paradiso  et  Vivario,  turn  de  Pri- 
mogeniti  Seu  Adami  Nativitate  Infantia,  et  Amore.. 
Crown  Svo,  6.r. 

On  the  Worship  and  Love  of  God.  Treating  of  the  Birth 
of  the  Earth,  Paradise,  and  the  Abode  of  Living  Creatures. 
Translated  from  the  original  Latin.     Crown  8vo,  "]s.  6d. 

Prodromus  ^Philosophies  Ratiocinantis  de  Infinito, 
et  Causa  Finali  Creationis  ".  deque  Mechanismo  Opera- 
tionis  Animse  et  Corporis.  Edidit  Thomas  Murray  Gorman, 
M.  A.     Crown  8vo,  7.?.  6d. 

TACITUS.— The  Agricola.     A  Translation.    Small  crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

TA  YLOR,   Rev.   Isaac— The  Alphabet.     An  Account  of  the  Origin 

and   Development    of    Letters.       With    numerous    Tables    and 

Facsimiles.     2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  36^. 
TAYLOR,  Jeremy.— The    Marriage  Ring.      With   Preface,  Notes, 

and  Appendices.     Edited  by  Francis  Burdett  Money  Coutts. 

Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

TAYLOR,  Scdky.  —  Profit  Sharing  between  Capital  and 
Labour.  To  which  is  added  a  Memorandum  on  the  Industrial 
Partnership  at  the  Whitwood  Collieries,  by  Archibald  and 
Henry  Briggs,  with  remarks  by  Sedley  Taylor.  Crown  Svo, 
2S.  6d. 

"They  Might  Have  Been  Together  Till  the  Last."  An 
Essay  on  Marriage,  and  the  position  of  Women  in  England. 
Small  crown  Svo,  2s. 

Thirty  Thousand  Thoughts.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  Canon  Spence, 
Rev.  J.  S.  Exell,  and  Rev.  Charles  Neil.  6  vols.  Super 
royal  Svo. 

[Vols.  I. -IV.  now  ready,  16s.  each. 

THOM,  J.  Hamilton.— Laws  of  Life  after  the  Mind  of  Christ. 
Two  Series.     Crown  Svo,  *]s.  6d.  each. 

THOMPSON,  Sir  H.—Hiet  in  Relation  to  Age  and  Activity. 
Fcap.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d.  ;  Paper  covers,  u. 
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TIPPLE,  Rev.  S.  A. — Sunday  Mornings  at  Norwood.     Prayers 

and  Sermons.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
TODHUXTER,  Dr.  J.—K  Study  of  Shelley.     Crown  Svo,  "js. 
TOLSTOI,  Count  Leo.—  Christ's  Christianity.     Translated  from  the 

Russian.     Large  crown  Svo,  7J.  6d.    , 

TRAXT,  William.— Trade  Unions  :  Their  Origin,  Objects,  and 
Efficacy.     Small  crown  Svo,  15.  6d.  ;  paper  covers,  is. 

TREMEXIIEERE,    Hugh    Seymour,     C.B.—  A    Manual    of    the 
Principles  of  Government,  as  set  forth  by  the  Authoi 
of  Ancient   and   Modern   Times.     New  and  Enlarged  Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  y.  6d.     Cheap  Edition,  limp  cloth,  is. 
TREXCH,  The  late  R.  C,  Archbishop. — Notes  on  the  Parables  of 
Our  Lord.     Fourteenth  Edition.     Svo,  12s. 

Notes  on  the  Miracles  of  Our  Lord.  Twelfth  Edition. 
Svo,  1 2  j. 

Studies  in  the  Gospels.     Fifth  Edition,  Revised.     Svo,  \os.  6d. 

Brief  Thoughts  and  Meditations  on  Some  Passages  in 
Holy  Scripture.     Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 

Synonyms  of  the  New  Testament.  Ninth  Edition,  En- 
larged.    Svo,  J2S. 

Selected  Sermons.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

On  the  Authorized  Version  of  the  New  Testament. 
Second  Edition.     Svo,  "js. 

Commentary  on  the  Epistles  to  the  Seven  Churches  in 
Asia.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised.     Svo,  8s.  6d. 

The  Sermon  on  the  Mount.  An  Exposition  drawn  from  the 
Writings  of  St.  Augustine,  with  an  Essay  on  his  Merits  as  an 
Interpreter  of  Holy  Scripture.  Fourth  Edition,  Enlarged.  Svo, 
IOJ.  6d. 

Shipwrecks  of  Faith.  Three  Sermons  preached  before  the 
University  of  Cambridge  in  May,  1S67.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Lectures  on  Mediaeval  Church  History.  Being  the  Sub- 
stance of  Lectures  delivered  at  Queen's  College,  London.  Second 
Edition.     Svo,  12^. 

English,  Past  and  Present.  Thirteenth  Edition,  Revised  and 
Improved.     Fcap.  Svo,  5-r. 

On  the  Study  of  Words.  Nineteenth  Edition,  Revised. 
Fcap.  Svo,  5j-. 

Select  Glossary  of  English  Words  Used  Formerly  in 
Senses  Different  from  the  Present.  Fifth  Edition, 
Revised  and  Enlarged.     Fcap.  8vo,  $s. 

Proverbs  and  Their  Lessons.  Seventh  Edition,  Enlarged. 
Fcap.  Svo,  4s. 

Poems.  Collected  and  Arranged  anew.  Ninth  Edition.  Fcap. 
Svo,  7-r.  6d. 
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TRENCH,  The  late  R.  C,  Archbishop.— continued. 

Poems.     Library  Edition.     2  vols.     Small  crown  8vo,  lew. 
Sacred  Latin  Poetry.     Chiefly  Lyrical,  Selected  and  Arranged 

for  Use.    Third  Edition,  Corrected  and  Improved.    Fcap.  Svo,  7s. 
A    Household    Book    of    English    Poetry.     Selected   and 

Arranged,  with  Notes.     Fourth  Edition,  Revised.     Extra  fcap. 

Svo,  $s.  6d. 
An  Essay  on  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Calderon.    With 

Translations  from  his  "Life's  a  Dream"  and  "''Great  Theatre  or 

the  World."     Second    Edition,   Revised  and  Improved.     Extra 

fcap.  Svo,  $s.  6./. 
Gustavus  Adolphus  in  Germany,  and  other  Lectures 

on   the   Thirty  Years'  War.     Second  Edition,  Enlarged. 

Fcap.  Svo,  4s. 
Plutarch  :   his  Life,  his  Lives,  and  his  Morals.     Second 

Edition,  Enlarged.     Fcap.  8vo,  3-r.  6d. 
Remains  of  the  late  Mrs.  Richard  Trench.     Being  Selec- 
tions from  her  Journals,  Letters,  and  other  Papers.     New  and 

Cheaper  Issue.     With  Portrait.     8vo,  6s. 

TUKE,  Daniel  Hack,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.— Chapters  in  the  History 
of  the  Insane  in  the  British  Isles.  With  Four  Illustra- 
tions.    Large  crown  Svo,- 1 2s. 

TWINING,  Louisa. — Workhouse  Visiting  and  Management 
during  Twenty-Five  Years.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s. 

TYLER,  J.—  The  Mystery  of  Being :  or,  What  Do  We 
Know  ?     Small  crown  Svo,  3-r.  6d. 

VAUGHAN,  H  Halford. — New  Readings  and  Renderings  of 
Shakespeare's  Tragedies.    3  vols.    Demy  Svo,  \2s.  6d.  each. 

VILLARI,  Professor.— Niccolo  Machiavelli  and  his  Times. 
Translated  by  Linda  Villari.     4  vols.     Large  post  8vo,  48J. 

VILLLERS,    The  Right  Hon.    C.  P.—Yree  Trade    Speeches    of. 
With   Political   Memoir.      Edited  by  a    Member    of  the    Cobden 
Club.     2  vols.     With  Portrait.     Demy  Svo,  25^. 
***  People's  Edition.     1  vol.     Crown  Svo,  limp  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

VOGT,  Lieid.-Col.  Hermann.— The  Egyptian  War  of  1882. 
A  translation.     With  Map  and  Plans.     Large  crown  Svo,  6s. 

VOLCKXSOM,  E.  TV.  v.—  Catechism  of  Elementary  Modern 
Chemistry.     Small  crown  Svo,  3^. 

WALLER,  Rev.  C.  B. — The  Apocalypse,  reviewed  under  the  Light 
of  the  Doctrine  of  the  Unfolding  Ages,  and  the  Restitution  of  All 
Things.     Demy  Svo,  \2s. 

The  Bible  Record  of  Creation  viewed  in  its  Letter  and  Spirit. 
Two  Sermons  preached  at  St.  Paul's  Church,  Woodford  Bridge. 
Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 
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WALPOLE,  Chas.  George.— A  Short  History  of  Ireland  from  the 
Earliest  Times   to    the   Union   with   Great    Britain. 

With  5  Maps  and  Appendices.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6j. 

WARD,  William  George,  Ph.D. — Essays  on  the  Philosophy  of 
Theism.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Wilfrid  Ward. 
2  vols.     Demy  Svo,  2\s. 

WARD,  Wilfrid. — The  "Wish  to  Believe,  A  Discussion  Concern- 
ing the  Temper  of  Mind  in  which  a  reasonable  Man  should 
undertake  Religious  Inquiry.      Small  crown  Svo,  5^. 

WARTER,J.  W.—An.  Old  Shropshire  Oak.     2  vols.     Demy  Svo, 
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WEDDERBURN,  Sir  David,  Bart.,  M.P.—lAfe  of.  Compiled  from  his 
Journals  and  Writings  by  his  sister,  Mrs.  E.  H.  Percival.  With 
etched  Portrait,  and  facsimiles  of  Pencil  Sketches.    Demy  Svo,  145. 

WEDMORE,  Frederick.— -The  Masters  of  Genre  Painting.     With 

Sixteen  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  ?s.  6d. 

WHITE,  R.  E. — Recollections  of  Woolwich  during  the  Crimean  War 
and  Indian  Mutiny,  and  of  the  Ordnance  and  War  Departments  ; 
together  with  complete  Lists  of  Past  and  Present  Officials  of  the 
Royal  Arsenal,  etc.     Crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

WHITNEY,  Prof.  William  Dwigkt.  —  Essentials  of  English 
Grammar,  for  the  Use  of  Schools.  Second  Edition.  Crown 
Svo,  3s.  6d. 

WHITWORTH,  George  Clifford.— An  Anglo-Indian  Dictionary  : 
a  Glossary  of  Indian  Terms  used  in  English,  and  of  such  English 
or  other  Non-Indian  Terms  as  have  obtained  special  meanings  in 
India.     Demy  8vo,  cloth,  125. 

WILLIAMS,  Rowland,  D.D. — Psalms,  Litanies,  Counsels,  and 
Collects  for  Devout  Persons.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  New 
and  Popular  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 

Stray  Thoughts  from  the  Note  Books  of  the  late 
Rowland  Williams,  D.D.  Edited  by  his  Widow.  Crown 
Svo,  3J.  6d. 

WILSOX,  Lieut. -Col.  C.  T.  —  The  Duke  of  Berwick,  Marshal 
of  France,  1702-1734.     Demy  Svo,  15.?. 

WILSON,  Mrs.  R.  F.—  The  Christian  Brothers.  Their  Origin  and 
Work.  With  a  Sketch  of  the  Life  of  their  Founder,  the  Ven. 
Jean  Baptiste,  de  la  Salle.     Crown  Svo,  £>s. 

WOLTMANN,  Dr.  Alfred,  and  WOERMANN,  Dr.  Karl— History 
of  Painting.  With  numerous  Illustrations.  Vol.  I.  Tainting 
in  Antiquity  and  the  Middle  Ages.  Medium  Svo,  28^.,  bevelled 
boards,  gilt  leaves,  30^.    Vol.  II.  The  Painting  of  the  Renascence. 
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YOUMANS,  Eliza  A.—  First  Book  of  Botany.  Designed  to 
Cultivate  the  Observing  Powers  of  Children.  With  300 
Engravings.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  is.  6d. 

YOUMANS,  Edward  L.,  M.D.—K  Class  Book  of  Chemistry,  on 

the  Basis  of  the  New  System.     With  200  Illustrations.     Crown 
Svo,  $s. 


THE    INTERNATIONAL    SCIENTIFIC    SERIES. 

I.  Forms    of    Water :     a   Familiar    Exposition   of    the    Origin    and 

Phenomena  of  Glaciers.     By  J.   Tyndall,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.     With 
25  Illustrations.     Ninth  Edition.      5^. 

II.  Physics  and    Politics  ",  or,   Thoughts  on  the  Application  of  the 

Principles  of  "Natural  Selection  "  and  "  Inheritance  "  to  Political 
Society.     By  Walter  Bagehot.      Seventh  Edition.     4s. 

III.  Foods.     By  Edward  Smith,  M.D.,  LL.B.,  F.R.S.     With  numerous 

Illustrations.     Eighth  Edition.     $s. 

IV.  Mind  and  Body  :  the  Theories  of  their  Relation.     By  Alexander 

Bain,  LL.D.     With  Four  Illustrations.     Seventh  Edition.     45. 

V.  The    Study    of    Sociology.      By    Herbert    Spencer.      Twelfth 

Edition.     $s. 

VI.  On  the  Conservation  of  Energy.     By  Balfour  Stewart,  M.A., 

LL.D.,  F.R.S.     With  14  Illustrations.      Sixth  Edition.     $s. 

VII.  Animal  Locomotion  ;  or  Walking,  Swimming,  and  Flying.     By 

J.    B.    Pettigrew,    M.D.,    F.R.S. ,   etc.      With   130   Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.     $s.[ 

VIII.  Responsibility   in  Mental   Disease.     By  Henry  Maudsley, 

M.D.     Fourth  Edition.     $s. 

IX.  The   New   Chemistry.      By  Professor  J.    P.   Cooke.     With   31 

Illustrations.     Eighth  Edition,  remodelled  and  enlarged.      $s. 

X.  The  Science  of  Law.    By  Professor  Sheldon  Amos.    Sixth  Edition. 

XL  Animal  Mechanism  :  a  Treatise  on  Terrestrial  and  Aerial  Loco 
motion.  By  Professor  E.  J.  Marey.  With  117  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.      $s. 

XII.  The  Doctrine  of  Descent  and  Darwinism.     By  Professor 

Oscar  Schmidt.     With  26  Illustrations.     Sixth  Edition.     $s. 

XIII.  The   History  of    the   Conflict   between   Religion   and 

Science.     By  J.  W.  Draper,  M.D.,  LL.D.     Nineteenth  Edition. 
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XIV.  Fungi  :    their  Nature,  Influences,  Uses,  etc.     By  M.  C.  Cooke, 

M.I >.,  LL. D.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  M.  J.  Berkeley,  M.A.,  F.L.S. 

With  numerous  Illustrations.     Third  Edition.     $s. 
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XV.  The  Chemical  Effects  of  Light  and   Photography.     By 

Dr.    Hermann  Vogel,     With  100  Illustrations.      Fourth  Edition. 
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XVI.  The  Life  and  Growth  of  Language.     By  Frofessor  William 

Dwight  Whitney.     Fifth  Edition.     $s. 

XVII.  Money    and    the    Mechanism    of    Exchange.     By   W. 

Stanley  Jevons,  M.  A.,  F.R.S.     Seventh  Edition.     55. 

XVIII.  The  Nature  of  Light.  With  a  General  Account  of  Physical 
Optics.  By  Dr.  Eugene  Lommel.  With  18S  Illustrations  and  a 
Table  of  Spectra  in  Chromo-lithography.     Third  Edition.     5.?. 

XIX.  Animal  Parasites  and  Messmates.     By  P.  J.  Van  Beneden. 

With  83  Illustrations.     Third  Edition.      5-f. 

XX.  Fermentation.      By  Professor  Schiitzcnberger.      With  2S   Illus- 

trations.    Fourth  Edition.      5.C 

XXI.  The   Five  Senses  of    Man.      By   Professor  Bernstein.      With 

91  Illustrations.      Fifth  Edition.      $s. 

XXII.  The  Theory  of  Sound  in  its  Relation  to  Music.    By  Pro- 

fessor   Tietro    Blaserna.       With    numerous    Illustrations.      Third 
Edition.     5.1-. 

XXIII.  Studies  in  Spectrum  Analysis.  By  J.  Norman  Lockyer, 
F.R.S.  With  six  photographic  Illustrations  of  Spectra,  and 
numerous  engravings  on  Wood.      Third  Edition.     6s.  6d. 

XXIV.  A  History  of  the  Growth  of  the  Steam  Engine.     By- 

Professor  R.  II.  Thurston.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Third 
Edition.     6s.  6.1. 

XXV.  Education  as  a  Science.     By  Alexander  Bain,  EL.D.     Fifth 

Edition.     $s. 

XXVI.  The  Human  Species.    By  Professor  A.  de  Quatrefages.    Third 

Edition.     55. 

XXVII.  Modern  Chromatics.  With  Applications  to  Art  and  In- 
dustry. By  Ogden  N.  Rood.  With  130  original  Illustrations. 
Second  Edition.      5^. 

XXVIII.  The  Crayfish  :  an  Introduction  to  the  Study  of  Zoology.  By 
Professor  T.  II.  Huxley.     With  82  Illustrations.      Fourth  Edition. 
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XXIX.  The  Brain  as  an  Organ  of  Mind.  By  H.  Charlton  Bastian, 
M.D.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Third  Edition.     $s. 

XXX.  The    Atomic   Theory.     By    Prof.    Wurtz.     Translated  by  G. 

Cleminshaw,  F.C.S.     Fourth  Edition.     $s. 

XXXI.  The  Natural  Conditions  of  Existence  as  they  affect 
Animal  Life.  By  Karl  Semper.  With  2  Maps  and  106 
\Y Icuts.     Third  Edition.     5.C 

XXXII.  General  Physiology  of  Muscles  and  Nerves.  By  Prof. 
J.  Rosenthal.     Third  Edition.     With  Illustrations.     $s. 


34  -A  List  of 

XXXIII.  Sight  :  an  Exposition  of  the  Principles  of  Monocular  and 
Binocular  Vision.  By  Joseph  le  Conte,  LL.D.  Second  Edition. 
With  132  Illustrations,     $s, 

XXXIV.  Illusions  :  a  Psychological  Study.  By  James  Sully.  Second 
Edition.     $s. 

XXXV.  Volcanoes  :  what  they  are  and  what  they  teach. 
By  Professor  J.  W.  Judd,  F.R.S.  With  92  Illustrations  on 
Wood.     Third  Edition.      $s. 

XXXVI.  Suicide:  an  Essay  on  Comparative  Moral  Statistics.  By  Prof. 
II.  Morselli.    Second  Edition.     With  Diagrams.     5.?, 

XXXVII.  The  Brain  and  its  Functions.  By  J.  Luys.  With 
Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     5^. 

XXXVIII.  Myth  and  Science  :  an  Essay.  By  Tito  Vignoli.  Second 
Edition.     5s. 

XXXIX.  The  Sun.  By  Professor  Young.  With  Illustrations.  Second 
Edition.     $s. 

XL.  Ants,  Bees,  and  Wasps  :  a  Record  of  Observations  on  the 
Habits  of  the  Social  Hymenoptera.  By  Sir  John  Lubbock,  Bart., 
M.P.    With  5  Chromo-lithographic  Illustrations.     Eighth  Edition. 

XLI.  Animal   Intelligence.      By   G.  J.    Romanes,   LL.D.,   F.R.S. 

Third  Edition.     $s. 

XLI  I.  The  Concepts  and  Theories  of  Modern  Physics.  By 
J.  B.  Stallo.     Third  Edition.     $s. 

XLIII.  Diseases  of  the  Memory  ",  An  Essay  in  the  Positive  Psycho- 
logy.    By  Prof.  Th.  Ribot.     Second  Edition.     $s. 

XLIV.  Man  before  Metals.  By  N.  Joly,  with  148  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition.     $s. 

XLV.  The  Science  of  Politics.  By  Prof.  Sheldon  Amos.  Third 
Edition.      $s. 

XLVI.  Elementary  Meteorology.  By  Robert  II.  Scott.  Third 
Edition.     With  Numerous  Illustrations.     5$. 

XLVII.  The  Organs  of  Speech  and  their  Application  in  the 
Formation  of  Articulate  Sounds.  By  Georg  Hermann 
Von  Meyer.     With  47  Woodcuts.     $s. 

XLVIII.  Fallacies.  A  View  of  Logic  from  the  Practical  Side.  By 
Alfred  Sidgwick.      $s. 

XLIX.  Origin  of  Cultivated   Plants.     By  Alphonse  de  Candolle. 

L.  Jelly-Fish,  Star- Fish,  and  Sea-Urchins.  Being  a  Research 
on  Primitive  Nervous  Systems.  By  G.  J.  Romanes.  With 
Illustrations.      5.5-. 
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LI.  The  Common  Sense  of  the  Exact  Sciences.  By  the  late 
William  Kingdon  Clifford.  Second  Edition.  With  100  Figures. 
5*. 

LII.  Physical  Expression  :  Its  Modes  and  Principles.  By 
Francis  Warner,  M.D.,  F.R.C.P.     With  50  Illustrations.     5.5-. 

I.III.  Anthropoid  Apes.  By  Robert  Hartmann.  With  63  Illustra- 
tions,    gj. 

LIV.  The  Mammalia  in  their  Relation  to  Primeval  Times. 
By  Oscar  Schmidt.     With  51  Woodcuts.     5.?. 

LV.  Comparative  Literature.     By  II.  Macaulay  Posnett,  LL.D.    $s. 

LVI.  Earthquakes  and  other  Earth  Movements.  By  Prof. 
John  Milxe.     With  3S  Figures.     5-r. 

LVII.  Microbes,  Ferments,  and  Moulds.  ByE.  L.  Trouessart. 
With  107  Illustrations.      JJj. 


MILITARY    WORKS. 

BRACKEXBURY,  Co!.  C.  B.,  R.A.  —  Military  Handbooks  for 
Regimental  Officers. 

I.  Military  Sketching  and  Reconnaissance.  By  Col. 
F.  J.  Hutchison  and  Major  H.  G.  MacGregor.  Fourth 
Edition.     With  15  Plates.     Small  crown  Svo,  45-. 

II.  The  Elements  of  Modern  Tactics  Practically 
applied  to  English  Formations.  By  Lieut. -Col. 
Wilkinson  Shaw.  Fifth  Edition.  With  25  Plates  and 
Maps.     Small  crown  Svo,  <)s. 

III.  Field  Artillery.     Its  Equipment,  Organization  and  Tactics. 

By  Major  Sisson  C.  Pratt,  R.A.     With  12  Plates.     Second 
Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 

IV.  The    Elements   of    Military    Administration.      First 

Part  :    Permanent    System    of   Administration.       By  Major 
J.  W.   Buxton.     Small  crown  Svo.     "js.  6./. 

V.  Military    Law  :    Its    Procedure   and    Practice.       By   Major 

in  C.  Pratt,  R.A.     Second  Edition.     Small  crown  Svo, 
4-f.  6</. 

VI.  Cavalry  in  Modern  War.     By  Col.  F.  Chenevix  Trench. 

Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 

VII.  Field  "Works.     Their  Technical  Construction  and  Tactical 

Application.     By  the  Editor,  Col.  C.  B.  Brackenbury,  R.A. 
Small  crown  Svo. 

UREX7\  Brig.-Gen.  J.  L.— Mobilizable  Fortifications  and  their 
Controlling  Influence  in  "War.     Crown  Svo,  5^. 


36  A  List  of 

BROOKE,  Major,  C.  A'.— A  System  of  Field  Training.     Small 

crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
CLERY,  C,  Lieut. -Col.— Minor  Tactics.     With  26  Maps  and  Plans. 

Seventh  Edition,  Revised.     Crown  8vo,  9^. 

COLVILE,  Lieut. -Col.  C.  F—  Military  Tribunals.     Sewed,  zs.  6d. 
CRAUFURD,  Capt.  LL.  J.— Suggestions  for  the  Military  Train- 
ing of  a  Company  of  Infantry.     Crown  8vo,  is.  6d. 

HAMILTON,  Capt.  Ian,  A. D.C.— The  Fighting  of  the  Future,    is. 

HARRISON',   Col.  A'.— The  Officer's  Memorandum   Book   for 

Peace    and    War.      Fourth    Edition,    Revised    throughout. 

Oblong  32mo,  red  basil,  with  pencil,  y.  61. 
Notes  on   Cavalry   Tactics,    Organisation,    etc.     By  a  Cavalry 

Officer.     With  Diagram?.     Demy  Svo,  12s. 
PARR,    Capt.    H.    Ilallam,    CM.  G  — The    Dress,    Horses,    and 

Equipment  of  Infantry  and  Staff   Officers.     Crown 

8vo,  i.c 
SCHAW,  Col.  II.— The  Defence  and  Attack  of  Positions  and 

Localities.      Third  Edition,  Revised  and  Corrected.      Crown 

8vo,  3.?.  6tl. 
STONE,    Capt.  F.    Gkado-ve,  R.A.— Tactical   Studies   from    the 

Franco-German  "War  of  1870-71.    With  22  Lithographic 

Sketches  and  Maps.     Demy  Svo,  30J. 
WILKINSON,    II.    Spenser,    Capt.    2.0th   Lancashire   R.  V.  ^-  Citizen 

Soldiers.     Essays  towards  the  Improvement  of  the  Volunteer 

Force.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 


POETRY. 

ADAM  OF  ST.  VICTOR.— The  Liturgical  Poetry  of  Adam  of 
St.  Victor.  From  the  text  of  Gautier.  With  Translations  into 
English  in  the  Original  Metres,  and  Short  Explanatory  Notes, 
by  Digby  S.  WRANGHAM,  M.A.  3  vols.  Crown  Svo,  printed 
on  hand-made  paper,  boards,  21$. 

AUCHMUTY,  A.  C.-Poems  of  English  Heroism  :  From  Bninan- 
burh  to  Lucknow  ;  from  Athelstan  to  Albert.  Small  crown  Svo, 
is.  6d. 

BARNES,  William.— Poems  of  Rural  Life,  in  the  Dorset 
Dialect.  New  Edition,  complete  in  one  vol.  Crown  Svo, 
Ss.  61. 

BAYNES,  Rev.  Canon  H.  R.— Home  Songs  for  Quiet  Hours. 
Fourth  and  Cheaper  Edition.      Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  bd. 

BEVINGTON,  L.  S.— Key  Notes.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
BLUNT,    Wilfrid  Seamen.  —  The   Wind    and   the   Whirlwind. 
Demy  Svo,  is,  6d. 
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BLUNT,  Wilfred  Sccvwen— continued. 

The  Love  Sonnets  of  Proteus.  Fifth  Edition,  181110.  Cloth 
extra,  gilt  top,  5.?. 

BO  WEN,  H.  C,  M.A.— Simple  English  Poems.  English  Literature 
for  Junior  Classes.  In  Four  Parts.  Parts  I.,  II.,  and  III.,  6d. 
each,  and  Part  IV.,  is.     Complete,  3^. 

BRYANT,  W.  C— Poems.  Cheap  Edition,  with  Frontispiece.  Small 
crown  Svo,  3.C  6d. 

Calderon's  Dramas:  the  Wonder- Working  Magician — Life  is  a 
Dream — the  Purgatory  of  St.  Patrick.  Translated  by  DENIS 
Florence  MacCarthy.     Post  Svo,  10s. 

Camoens  Lusiads.  —  Portuguese  Text,  with  Translation  by  J.  J. 
AUBERTIN.     Second  Edition.     2  vols.      Crown  Svo,  12s. 

CAMPBELL,  Lewis. — Sophocles.  The  Seven  Plays  in  English  Verse. 
Crown  Svo,  js.  6c/. 

CERVANTES.— Journey  to  Parnassus.  Spanish  Text,  with  Trans- 
lation into  English  Tercets,  Preface,  and  Illustrative  Notes,  by 
James  Y.  Gibson.     Crown  8vo,  12s. 

Numantia  :  a  Tragedy.  Translated  from  the  Spanish,  with 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  James  V.  Gibson.  Crown  Svo, 
printed  on  hand-made  paper,  $s. 

CHAVANNES,  Mary  Charlotte.—  A  Few  Translations  from 
Victor  Hugo  and  other  Poets.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6c/. 

CHRLSTIE,  A.  J.—  The  End  of  Man.  With  4  Autotype  Illustra- 
tions.    410,  \os.  6d. 

Chronicles  of  Christopher  Columbus.  A  Poem  in  12  Cantos. 
P»y  M.  D.  C.     Crown  Svo,  *]s.  6d. 

CLARKE,  Mary  Conlden.  —Honey  from  the  Weed.  Verses. 
Crown  Svo,  Js. 

COXHEAD,  Ethel.— Birds  and  Babies.  Imp.  161110.  With  33 
Illustrations.     Gilt,  2s.  6d. 

DE  BERANGER.—K  Selection  from  his  Songs.  In  English 
Verse.     By  William  Toynbee.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

DENNLS,  J.—  English  Sonnets.  Collected  and  Arranged  by.  Small 
crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

DE  VERE,  Aubrey.— "Poetical  Works. 

I.  The  Search  after  Proserpine,  etc.     6s. 
II.  The  Legends  of  St.  Patrick,  etc.     6s. 
III.  Alexander  the  Great,  etc.     os. 

The  Foray  of  Queen  Meave,  and  other  Legends  of  Ireland's 
Heroic  Age.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 

Legends  of  the  Saxon  Saints.     Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 
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DOBSON,   Justin.— Old    World    Idylls   and    other   Verses.      Sixth 
Edition.      Elzevir  Svo,  gilt  top,  6s. 
At  the  Sign  of  the  Lyre.     Fourth  Edition.     Elzevir  Svo,  gilt 
top,  6.c 

DOMETT,  Alfred.— Ranolf  and  Amohia.     A  Dream  of  Two  Lives. 
New  Edition,  Revised.     2  vols.     Crown  Svo,  12s. 

Dorothy  :    a  Country  Story  in  Elegiac  Verse.     With   Preface.     Demy 
Svo,  Jr. 

DOWDEX,  Edward,  LL.D. — Shakspere's  Sonnets.      With  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.     Large  post  Svo,  "]s.  6d. 

Dulce  Cor  :  being  the  Poems  of  Ford  Bereton.     With  Two  Illustrations. 

Crown  Svo,  bs. 
DUTT,  Tom.— A  Sheaf  Gleaned  in  French  Fields.    New  Edition. 
Demy  Svo,  ios.  6d. 
Ancient  Ballads  and  Legends  of  Hindustan.     With  an 
Introductory   Memoir   by   Edmund   Gosse.       Second   Edition, 
iSmo.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  5-r. 
EDWARDS,  Miss  Betham.—  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  35.  6d. 
ELDRYTH,  Maud.— Margaret,  and  other  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo, 
3*.  6d. 
All   Soul's  Eve,    "No    God," and   other    Poems.     Fcap.    Svo, 
35.  6d. 
ELLIOTT,  Ebenezer,  The  Corn  La:a  Rhymer.—  Poems.     Edited  by  his 
son,  the  Rev.  Edwin  Elliott,  of  St.  John's,  Antigua.     2  vols. 
Crown  Svo,  185. 
English  Verse.     Edited  by  W.  J.  Linton  and  R.  H.  Stoddard. 
5  vols.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5-r.  each. 
I.  Chaucer  to  Burns. 
II.  Translations. 

III.  Lyrics  of  the  Nineteenth  Century. 

IV.  Dramatic  Scenes  and  Characters. 
V.  Ballads  and  Romances. 

EXIS. — Gathered  Leaves.     Small  crown  Svo,  35.  6d. 
EVANS,   Anne. — Poems  and    Music.     With  Memorial    Preface   by 
Ann  Thackeray  Ritchie.     Large  crown  Svo,  js. 

GOODCHILD,  John  A. — Somnia  Medici.    Two  series.    Small  crown 

Svo,  5-c.  each. 
GOSSE,  Edmund  (F.-New  Poems.     Crown  Svo,  "js.  6d. 

Firdausi  in  Exile,  and  other  Poems.     Elzevir  Svo,  gilt  top,  6s. 
GRIXDROD,    Charks.—'Plciys   from   English   History.      Crown 
Svo,  Js.  6d. 
The  Stranger's  Story,  and  his  Poem,  The  Lament  of  Love  :  An 
Episode  of  the  Malvern  Hills.     Small  crown  Svo,  zs.  6d. 
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GURXEY,  Rev.  Alfred.— The  Vision  of  the  Eucharist,  and  other 

Poems.     Crown  8vo,  5.C 

A  Christmas  Faggot.      Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
HEXR  Y,  Daniel,  Junr.  —Under  a  Fool's  Cap,     Songs.     Crown  8vo, 

cloth,  bevelled  boards,  $s. 

HEYWOOD,    J.    C  —  Herodias,   a  Dramatic    Poem.      New  Edition, 

Revised.      Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
Antonius.     A  Dramatic    Poem.     New  Edition,  Revised.     Small 

crown  Svo,  5-f. 
HICKEY,   E.    H. — A    Sculptor,    and    other   Toems.       Small    crown 

8vo,  5  s. 
HOLE,  W.  G.— Procris,  and  other  Poems.     Fcap.  Svo,  3^.  6;/. 
KEATS,  John.— Poetical  "Works.    Edited  by  W.  T.  Arnold.    Large 

crown  Svo,   choicely  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  with  Portrait 

in  eau-forte.     Parchment  or  cloth,  12s.  ;  vellum,  15^. 
K1XG,  Mrs.  Hamilton.— -The  Disciples.     Eighth  Edition,  and  Notes. 

Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
A  Book  of  Dreams.     Crown  Svo,  3^.  6d. 
KNOX,  The  Hon.  Mrs.  0.  N.— Four  Pictures  from  a  Life,  and 

other  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  35.  6d. 

LAXG,  A.— XXXII  Ballades  in  Blue  China.     Elzevir  Svo,  5*. 
Rhymes   a   la    Mode.      With    Frontispiece   by   E.    A.    Abbey. 
Elzevir  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  5.*-. 

LAWSON,  Right  Hon.  Mr.  Justice.—  Hymni  Usitati  Latine 
Redditi  :  with  other  Verses.     Small  Svo,  parchment,  55. 

Lessing's  Nathan  the  Wise.    Translated  by  Eustace  K.  Corbett. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Life  Thoughts.     Small  crown  8vo,  2s.  6d. 

Living  English  Poets  MDCCCLXXXII.  With  Frontispiece  by 
Walter  Crane.  Second  Edition.  Large  crown  Svo.  Printed  on 
hand-made  paper.     Parchment  or  cloth,  12s.;  vellum,  155. 

LOCKER,  F.—  London  Lyrics.  Tenth  Edition.  With  Portrait, 
Elzevir  Svo.     Cloth  extra,  gilt  top,  5-f. 

Love  in   Idleness.     A  Volume  of  Poems.     With  an  Etching  by  W.  B. 

Scott.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s. 
LUMSDEX,    Lieut. -Col.    H.    IV.— Beowulf :    an  Old   English  Poem. 

Translated  into  Modem  Rhymes.     Second  and  Revised  Edition. 

Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
LYSAGHT,  Sidney  Rjjse.—A  Modern   Ideal.     A  Dramatic  Poem. 

Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
MACGREGOR,  Duncan.—  Clouds  and  Sunlight.     Poems.     Small 

crown  Svo,  $s. 
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MAGNUSSON,  Eirikr,  ALA.,  and  PALMER,  E.  H,  M.A.—  Johan 
Lud-vig  Runeberg's  Lyrical  Songs,  Idylls,  and  Epi- 
grams.    Fcap.  8vo,  $s. 

MAh'CLOUD,  Even.— Ballads  of  the  Western  Highlands  and 
Islands  of  Scotland.     Small  crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 

Ml"  NAUGHT  ON,  J.  LL. — Onnalinda.  A  Romance.  Small  crown 
Svo,  Js.  6d. 

MEREDITH,  Owen  [The  Earl  of  Lytton\  —  Lucile.  New  Edition. 
With  32   Illustrations.      l6mo,   3^.   6d.      Cloth  extra,  gilt  edges, 

4.S.   6d. 

MORRIS,  Lewis. — Poetical  "Works  of.  New  and  Cheaper  Editions, 
with  Portrait.     Complete  in  3  vols.,  $s.  each. 

Vol.  I.  contains  "Songs  of  Two  Worlds."    Eleventh  Edition. 

Vol.  II.  contains  "  The  Epic  of  Hades."     Twentieth  Edition. 

Vol.  III.  contains  "  Gwen  "  and  "The  Ode  of  Life."    Sixth  Edition. 

The  Epic  of  Hades.  With  16  Autotype  Illustrations,  after  the 
Drawings  of  the  late  George  R.  Chapman.  4to,  cloth  extra,  gilt 
leaves,  21s. 

The  Epic  of  Hades.  Presentation  Edition.  4to,  cloth  extra, 
gilt  leaves,  10s.  6d. 

Songs  Unsung.     Fifth  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  5.?. 

The  Lewis  Morris  Birthday  Book.  Edited  by  S.  S.  Cope- 
man,  with  Frontispiece  after  a  Design  by  the  late  George  R. 
Chapman.      32mo,  cloth  extra,  gilt  edges,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

MORSIIEAD,    E.    D.    A.  —  The    House   of  Atreus.       Being  the 
Agamemnon,  Libation-Bearers,  and  Furies  of  yEschylus.     Trans- 
lated into  English  Verse.     Crown  Svo,  Js. 
The  Suppliant  Maidens  of  ^Eschylus.     Crown  Svo,  $s.  6d. 

AfOZLEY,  J.  Rickards. — The  Romance  of  Dennell.     A  Toem  in 

Five  Cantos.     Crown  8vo,  7-f.  6d. 
MULLLOLLAND,  Rosa.—  Vagrant  Verses.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 

NOEL,   The  Hon.  Roden. — A  Little  Child's   Monument.     Third 

Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 
The   House   of   Ravensburg.     New   Edition.     Small    crown 

8vo,  6s. 
The  Red  Flag,  and  other  Poems.     New  Edition.     Small  crown 

8vo,  6.r. 
Songs  of  the  Heights  and  Deeps.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 

OB  BARD,  Constance  Mary.—  Burley  Bells.     Small  crown  Svo,  3*.  6d. 
0' HAG  AN,  John.— -The  Song  of  Roland.     Translated  into  English 

Verse.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  J" 
PFELFEER,  Emily.— The  Rhyme  of  the  Lady  of  the  Rock, 

and  How   it   Grew.     Second   Edition.     Small  crown  Svo, 

3*.  6d. 
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PFEIFFER,  Emily— continued. 

Gerard's   Monument,    and    other    Poems.       Second    Edition. 
Crown  Svo,  6.T., 

Under   the   Aspens :    Lyrical  and    Dramatic.       With   Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  6s. 
PIATT,  J.  J. —Idyls  and  Lyrics  of  the  Ohio  Valley.     Crown 
Svo,  5J. 

PIATT,  Sarah  M.  B.—A  Voyage  to  the  Fortunate  Isles,  and 

other  Poems.     I  vol.     Small  crown  Svo,  gilt  top,  $s. 
In  Primrose  Time.     A  New  Irish  Garland.     Small  crown  Svo, 

2S.  6d. 
Rare  Poems  of  the  16th  and  17th  Centuries.     Edited  W.  J. 

Linton.     Crown  Svo,  $s. 
RHOADES,    James.—  The    Georgics    of   Virgil.      Translated    into 

English  Verse.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  &,s.  6d. 
ROBINSON,  A.  Mary  F.—K  Handful  of  Honeysuckle.     Fcap. 

Svo,  3j.  6d. 
The  Crowned  Hippolytus.     Translated  from  Euripides.    With 

New  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
ROUS,  Lieut. -Col. — Conradin.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s. 
SANDYS,  R.  H. — Egeus,  and  other  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  ^s.  6d. 
SCHILLER,  Friedrich. — Wallenstein.     A  Drama.     Done  in  English 

Verse,  by  J.  A.  W.  Hunter,  M.A.     Crown  Svo,  js.  6d. 
SCOTT,  E.J.  L.—  The  Eclogues  of  Virgil.— Translated  into  English 

Verse.     Small  crown  Svo,  3_r.  6d. 

SCOTT,    George  F.   .£".— Theodora    and    other    Poems.      Small 
crown  Svo,  3J,  6d. 

SEYMOUR,  F.  II.  A.—Hienzi.     A  Play  in  Five  Acts.     Small  crown 

Svo,  $s. 
Shak  's  Works.     The  Avon  Edition,   12  vols.,  fcap.  Svo,  cloth, 

iSs.  ;  and  in  box,  21s.  ;  bound  in  6  vols.,  cloth,  15*. 
SHERBROOKE,    Viscount.—  Poems   of  a   Life.      Second   Edition. 

Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
SMITH,  J.  W.  Gilbart.  —The  Loves  of  Vandyck.    A  Tale  of  Genoa. 

Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
The  Log  o'  the  "  Norseman."    Small  crown  Svo,  $s. 
Songs  of  Coming  Day.     Small  crown  Svo,  $s.  6d. 
Sophocles  :    The  Seven  Plays  in  English  Verse.     Translated  by  Lewis 

Campbell.     Crown  Svo,  ys.  6d. 
SPICER,   Henry. — Haska  :    a    Drama  in   Three   Acts    (as  represented 

at  the   Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,   March   10th,  1S77).     Third 

Edition.     Crown  Svo,  $s.  6d. 
Uriel  Acosta,  in  Three  Acts.     From  the  German  of  Gatzkow. 

Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
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SYMONDS,   John  Addington.— Yagabunduli    Libellus.       Crown 

8vo,  6s. 
Tasso's  Jerusalem  Delivered.    Translated  by  Sir  John  Kingston 
Tames,  Bart.      Two  Volumes.      Printed  on  hand-made  paper, 
parchment,  bevelled  boards.     Large  crown  Svo,  21s. 
TAYLOR,    Sir  LI. — "Works.      Complete   in    Five    Volumes.      Crown 
8vo,  30J. 
Philip  Van  Artevelde.     Fcap.  Svo,  y.  6J. 
The  Virgin  Widow,  etc.     Fcap.  8vo,  y.  6d. 
The  Statesman.     Fcap.  8vo,  3*.  6d. 
TAYLOR,  Augustus.— Poems.     Fcap.  8vo,  $s. 
TAYLOR,   Margaret   Scott.—  "Boys    Together,"   and   ether   Poems. 

Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 
TODHUNTER,  Dr.  J.— Laurella,  and   other    Poems.     Crown   8vo, 
6s.  6d. 
Forest  Songs.     Small  crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 
The  True  Tragedy  of  Rienzi  :  a  Drama,     y.  6a 
Alcestis  :  a  Dramatic  Poem.     Extra  fcap.  Svo,  5^. 
Helena  in  Troas.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
TYL.ER,  M.   C—  Anne  Boleyn.     A  Tragedy  in  Six  Acts.     Second 

Edition.     Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 
TYNAN,  Kathcrinc. — Louise    de    la    Valliere,   and    other    Poems. 

Small  crown  Svo,  3.?.  bd. 
WEBSTER,  Augusta.— Ln  a  Day  :  a  Drama.    Small  crown  Svo,  2s.  6d. 

Disguises  :  a  Drama.  Small  crown  Svo,  5c 
Wet  Days.  By  a  Farmer.  Small  crown  Svo,  6s. 
WOOD,   Rev.   F.   //.—Echoes    of    the    Night,    and   other    Poems. 

Small  crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 
Wordsworth  Birthday  Book,   The.      Edited  by  Adelaide  and 
Violet  Wordsworth.    321110,  limp  cloth,  is.  6.7. ;  cloth  extra,  is. 
YOUNGMAN,   Thomas  George. — Poems.     Small  crown  Svo,  y. 
YOUNGS,  Ella  Sharpe.— Paphus,  and  other  Poems.     Small  crown  Svo, 
3^.  6d. 
A  Heart's  Life,  Sarpedon,  and  other  Poems.      Small  crown 
8vo,  y.  6d. 
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"  All  But :  "  a  Chronicle  of  Laxenford  Life.    By  Pen  Oliver,  F.R.C.S. 

With  20  Illustrations.     Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6.r. 
BANKS,  Mrs.  G.   /.—God's  Providence   House.     New  Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  y.  6d. 
CIIICHELE,  Mary-.— Doing  and  Undoing.     A  Story.    Crown  8vo, 

45.  6d. 

Danish  Parsonage.     By  an  Angler.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
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HUNTER,  Hay.— The  Crime  of  Christmas  Day.     A  Tale  of  the 
Latin    Quarter.       By    the    Author    of    "My    Ducats    and    my 
Daughter."     is. 
HUNTER,  Hay,   and  WHYTE,    Waller.— "My   Ducats  and    My 
Daughter.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     With  Frontispiece. 
Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Hurst  and  Hanger.     A  History  in  Two  Parts.     3  vols.     31s.  6d. 
INGELOW,  Jean.— Off  the  Skelligs  :  a  Novel.     With  Frontispiece. 

Second  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
JENKINS,  Edward. — A  Secret  of  Two  Lives.     Crown  Svo,  zs.  6d. 
KIELLAND,  Alexander  L. — Garman  and  Worse.     A  Norwegian 
Novel.     Authorized  Translation,  by  W.  W.  Kettlewell.     Crown 
Svo,  6s. 
MACDOXALD,    G— Donal    Grant.      A    Novel.      Second    Edition. 
With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Castle    Warlock.     A  Novel.     Second  Edition.     With  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Malcolm.     With    Portrait    of    the   Author    engraved    on    Steel. 

Seventh  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
The  Marquis  of  Lossie.     Sixth   Edition.     With  Frontispiece. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
St.  George  and  St.   Michael.     Fifth  Edition.     With  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
What's    Mine's   Mine.     Second    Edition.      With  Frontispiece. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Annals  of  a  Quiet  Neighbourhood.     Fifth  Edition.     With 

Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
The  Seaboard  Parish  :  a  Sequel  to  "Annals  of  a  Quiet  Neigh- 
bourhood. ':   Fourth  Edition.    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Wilfred  Cumbermede.     An  Autobiographical  Story.     Fourth 
Edition.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
UfALET,  Lucas. — Colonel  Enderby's  Wife.     A  Novel.     New  and 

Cheaper  Edition.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6j". 
MULHOLLAXD,  ifa«z.— Marcella  Grace.     Aulrish  Novel.     Crown 

8vo. 
PALGRAVE,  IV.  Gifford.—  Hermann  Agha  :  an  Eastern  Narrative. 

Third  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
SHA  W,  Flora  L. — Castle  Blair  ".  a  Story  of  Youthful  Days.     New  and 

Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3J.  6d. 
STRETTON,  Hesba. --Through   a  Needle's  Eye  :  a  Story.     New 

and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  bs. 
TAYLOR,   Col.  Meadow's,   C.S.L,   M.R.I. A.—  Seeta  :   a  Novel.      With 
Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Tippoo  Sultaun  :  a  Tale  of  the  Mysore  War.    With  Frontispiece. 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Ralph  Darnell.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
A    Noble  Queen.     With  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
The  Confessions  of  a  Thug.   With  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Tara  :  a  Mahratta  Tale.     Willi  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Within  Sound  of  the  Sea.     With  frontispiece.     Crown  Svo,  6s. 
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Brave  Men's  Footsteps.  A  Book  of  Example  and  Anecdote  foi 
Young  People.  By  the  Editor  of  "  Men  who  have  Risen."  With 
4  Illustrations  by  C.  Doyle.      Eighth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  bd. 

COXHEAD,  Ethel. — Birds  and  Babies.  Imp.  i6mo.  With  33 
Illustrations.     Cloth  gilt,  2s.  bd. 

DA  VIES,  G.  Christopher. — Rambles  and  Adventures  of  our 
School  Field  Club.  With  4  Illustrations.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3-f.  bd. 

EDMONDS,  Herbert. — Well  Spent  Lives  :  a  Series  of  Modern  Bio- 
graphies.    New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  3.1-.  bd. 

EVANS,  Mark. — The  Story  of  our  Father's  Love,  told  to  Children. 
Sixth  and  Cheaper  Edition  of  Theology  for  Children.  With  4 
Illustrations.     Fcap.  Svo,  is.  6d. 

JOHNSON,  Virginia  W.—TYie  Catskill  Fairies.  Illustrated  by 
Alfred  Fredericks.     <-,s. 

MAC  KENNA,  S.  J.—  Plucky  Fellows.  A  Book  for  Boys.  With 
6  Illustrations.     Fifth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  3^.  bd. 

REANEY,  Mrs.  G.  S.—  Waking  and  Working  ;  or,  From  Girlhood 
to  Womanhood.     New  and  Cheaper  Edition.     With  a  Frontis- 
piece.    Crown  Svo,  3-r.  bd. 
Blessing  and   Blessed  :    a    Sketch   of   Girl    Life.      New  and 

Cheaper  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  $s.  bd. 
Rose  Gurney's  Discovery.     A  Story  for  Girls.     Dedicated  to 

their  Mothers.     Crown  Svo,  y.  bd. 
Knglish  Girls  ".   Their  Place  and  Power.     With  Preface  by  the 

Rev.  R.  W.  Dale.     Fourth  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  2s.  bd. 
Just   s>   'yone,    and    other  Stories.      Three  Illustrations.     Royal 

i6mo    is.  bd. 
Sunbeam  Willie,  and  other  Stories.    Three  Illustrations.    Royal 

i6mo,  is.  bd. 
Sunshine  Ienny,  and  other  Stories.    Three  Illustrations.     Royal 
i6mo,  is.  bd. 
STOCKTON,  Eranl-  R.—A  Jolly  Fellowship.      With  20  Illustra- 
tions.    Crown  Svo,  5*. 
STORR,  Emm-is,  and   TURNER,  Haives.— Canterbury  Chimes; 
or,  Chaucer  Tales  re-told  to  Children.     With  6  Illustrations  from 
the  Ellesmere  Manuscript.     Third  Edition.     Fcap.  Svo,  y.  bd. 
STRETTON,  Hesba.-Tia.wiA  Lloyd's  Last  'Will.     With  4  Illustra- 
tions.    New  Edition.     Royal  161110,  2s.  bd. 
WHITAKER,  Florence.— Christy's  Inheritance.     A  London  Story. 
Illustrated.     Royal  I'Jmo,  is.  bd.  - 
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